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United  States  of  America,  ?  Circuit  Court, 
North  Carolina  District.  >  Clerk's  Office. 

T)E  IT  REMEMBERED,  That  on  the  2d  day  of  September,  in 
S)  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thousand  eight  hundred  and  thirty  one, 
and  in  the  fifty-sixth  year  of  the  Independence  of  the  United  States  of 
America,  Enoch  Cobb,  of  the  said  District,  hath  deposited  in  this  office, 
the  title  of  a  Book,  the  right  whereof  he  claims  as  proprietor,  in  the 
words  following,  viz: 

"  The  Free  Will  Baptist  Hymn  Book  ;  containing  Hymns  and  Spiritual 
Songa,  selected  for  the  Use  of  the  United  Churches  of  Christ,  commonly 
called  Free  Will  Baptist,  and  for  saints  of  all  denominations,  by  Enoch 
Cobb."  In  conformity  to  the  Act  of  Congress  of  the  United  States,  entitled 
"An  Act  for  the  encouragement  of  learning,  by  securing  the  copies  of  maps, 
charts  and  books  to  the  authors  and  proprietors  of  such  copies,  during  the 
time  therein  mentioned,"  and  also  the  Act  entitled  "An  Act  supplementary 
to  an  Act  entitled  An  Act  for  the  encouragement  of  learning,  by  securing 
the  copies  of  maps,  charts  and  books  to  the  authors  and  proprietors  of  such 
copies,  during  the  time  therein  mentioned,  and  extending  the  benefits  thereof 
to  the  arts  of  engraving  and  etching  historical  and  other  prints." 

WM.  H.  HAYWOOD,  Clerk. 
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RECOMMENDATION. 

Hating  carefully  examined  the  Selection  of 
Hymns  and  Spiritual  Songs,  entitled  The  Free 
Will  Baptist  Hymn  Book,  by  Enoch  Cobb, 
we  have  no  hesitation  in  expressing  our  approba- 
tion of  the  work.  The  Hymns  and  Songs  appear 
to  be  well  chosen :  they  embrace  a  great  variety  of 
subjects  for  public  and  private  devotion ;  and  we 
recommend  the  work  to  our  brethren  at  large, 
hoping  a  blessing  may  follow  it. 

JESSE  VAUSE. 

THOMAS  MOORE. 


PREFACE. 


The  Free  Will  Baptist  Connexion  in  North 
Carolina  being  entirely  without  Hymn  Books,  we 
have,  in  the  fear  and  with  an  eye  single  to  the 
glory  of  God,  made  this  selection,  in  which  we 
hope  but  few  hymns  will  be  found  that  will  not  be 
approved  by  Christians  of  every  denomination. 

In  presenting  to  the  public  this  collection,  our 
aim  has  been  the  glory  of  God,  and  the  promotion 
of  the  Redeemer's  kingdom. 

If,  therefore,  any  good  should  result,  to  God  and 
to  the  Lamb  be  all  the  glory,  both  now  and  for 
ever.  Amen. 

ENOCH  COBB. 


THE 


FREE  WILL  BAPTIST 

HYMN  BOOK. 

PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

HYMN  1.    (L.  M.) 

KNOW  then,  that  every  one  is  free, 
To  choose  his  life,  and  what  he'll  be; 
For  this  eternal  truth  is  given, 
That  God  will  force  no  man  to  heaven. 

2  He'll  draw,  persuade,  direct  him  right, 
Bless  him  with  wisdom,  love  and  light; 
In  nameless  ways  be  good  and  kind, 
But  never  force  the  human  mind. 


3  Freedom  and  reason  make  us  men; 
Take  these  away,  what  are  we  then? 
Mere  animals,  and  just  as  well 

The  beasts  might  think  of  heaven  and  hell. 

4  May  we  no  more  our  powers  abuse, 
But  ways  of  truth  and  goodness  choose; 
Our  God  is  pleased  when  we  improve 
His  grace,  and  seek  the  world  above. 
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HYMN  2. 


5  From  God's  free  grace  salvation  flows, 
And  man  is  free  the  gift  to  choose; 
Only  consenting  sinners  feel 
Rejected  grace  and  stubborn  will. 

6  They  who  despise  grow  harder  still, 
They  that  adhere  he  turns  their  will; 

»  And  thus  despisers  sink  to  hell, 
While  those  that  hear  in  glory  dwell. 

7  But  if  we  take  the  downward  road, 
And  make  in  hell  our  last  abode; 
Our  God  is  clear,  and  we  shall  know 
We've  plunged  our  souls  in  endless  wo. 


'  HYMN  2.    (8s.  &  6s.) 
Rejoicing  and  Conflicts. 

AND  let  this  feeble  body  fail, 
And  let  it  faint  or  die, 
My  soul  shall  quit  this  mournful  vale, 

And  soar  to  worlds  on  high; 
Shall  join  the  disembodied  saints, 

And  find  its  long-sought  rest, 
That  only  joy  for  which  it  pants, 
In  the  Redeemer's  breast. 

2  In  hope  of  that  immortal  crown, 

I  now  the  cross  sustain, 
And  gladly  wander  up  and  down, 

And  smile  at  toil  and  pain; 
I  suffer  on  my  three-score  years, 

Till  my  deliverer  come, 
And  wipe  away  his  servant's  tears, 

And  take  his  exile  home. 


HYMN  3. 
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3  O,  what  has  Jesus  done  for  me! 

Before  my  ravish'd  eyes; 
Rivers  of  life  divine  I  see, 

And  trees  of  paradise: 
I  see  a  world  of  spirits  bright, 

Who  taste  the  blessing  there; 
They  all  are  robed  in  spotless  white, 

And  conquering  palms  they  bear. 

4  O,  what  are  all  my  sufferings  here, 

If,  Lord,  thou  count  me  meet 
With  that  enraptured  host  t'  appear, 

And  worship  at  thy  feet! 
Give  joy  or  grief— give  care  or  pain — 

Take  life  or  friends  away — 
But  let  me  find  them  all  again, 

In  that  eternal  day. 


HYMN  3.    (C.  M.) 
The  Gospel  is  powerful. 

JESUS,  thy  blessings  are  not  few, 
Nor  is  thy  gospel  weak; 
Thy  grace  can  save  the  stubborn  Jew, 
And  heal  the  dying  Greek. 

2  Beyond  the  reach  of  Satan's  rage 

Does  thy  salvation  flow; 
'Tis  not  confined  to  sex  or  age, 
The  lofty  or  the  low. 

3  While  grace  is  oflfer'd  to  the  prince, 

The  peasant  too  may  share; 
No  mortal  has  a  just  pretence 
To  perish  in  despair. 
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HYMN  4. 


4  Come,  all  ye  wretched  sinners,  come, 

He'll  form  your  souls  anew; 
His  Gospel  and  his  heart  have  room 
For  rebels  such  as  you. 

5  His  doctrine  is  almighty  love; 

There's  virtue  in  his  name 
To  turn  a  raven  to  a  dove, 
A  lion  to  a  lamb. 

6  O  could  we  raise  a  song  of  praise, 

Half  equal  to  his  love, 
The  heavens  would  ring  while  we  should  sing, 
Through  all  the  courts  above. 

HYMN  4.    (L.  M.) 

The  name  of  Christ  is  ever  sweet. 

JESUS !  thy  name  to  me  is  sweet, 
It  speaks  of  grace,  of  joys  complete, 
Of  scenes  where  peace  and  truth  embrace, 
Of  heavenly  love,  of  righteousness. 

2  A  meeting-place  it  is  indeed, 
Where  mercy  meets  the  sinner's  need, 
And  opens  wide  a  gracious  store, 
Sufficient  to  relieve  the  poor. 

3  Hark!  don't  you  hear  the  heavenly  call? 
It  soundeth  loud,  it  is  to  all — 

To  high,  to  low,  to  bond  and  free, 
That  none  may  say,  "  'tis  not  for  me. " 

4  "Ho!  every  one  that  thirsts,"  he  cries, 

"  Here's  wine,  here's  milk,  in  large  supplies; 
"  Come  now  to  me  and  drink  your  fill, 
"  They're  free  for  whomsoever  will. 


HYMN  5. 
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5  "  Come  now  receive,  I  ask  no  pay, 
"  But  freely  give  them  all  away 
"  To  all  who  do  my  word  believe, 
"  And  freely  now  may  you  receive." 

HYMN  5.    (L.  M.) 
Jesus  is  the  way. 

JESUS,  my  all,  to  heaven  is  gone, 
He  whom  I  fix  my  hopes  upon; 
His  track  I  see,  and  I'll  pursue 
The  narrow  way,  till  him  I  view. 

2  The  way  the  holy  prophets  went, 
The  road  that  leads  from  banishment, 
The  King's  high  way  of  holiness, 
I'll  go,  for  all  his  paths  are  peace. 

3  This  is  the  way  I  long  have  sought, 
And  mourn'd  because  I  found  it  not; 
My  grief  a  burden  long  has  been, 
Because  I  was  not  saved  from  sin ; 

4  The  more  I  strove  against  its  power, 
I  felt  its  weight  and  guilt  the  more; 
Until  I  heard  my  Saviour  say, 

"  Come  hither,  soul,  I  am  the  way." 

5  Lo !  glad  I  come,  and  thou,  blest  Lamb, 
Wilt  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  am; 
Nothing  but  sin  have  I  to  give, 
Nothing  but  love  would  I  receive. 

6  Now  will  I  tell  to  sinners  round, 
How  dear  a  Saviour  I  have  found; 
I'll  point  to  thy  redeeming  blood, 
And  say,  "  Behold  the  way  to  God!" 
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HYMN  6. 


HYMN  6.    (C.  M.) 
Majesty  of  God. 

AWAKE,  my  drowsy  friends,  awake, 
And  sing  the  works  of  God  ; 
He  makes  the  world  with  terror  quake, 
And  its  foundations  nod. 

2  Behold  the  heavens,  his  handy  work, 

And  while  on  them  you  gaze, 
Let  the  bright  stars  your  mind  instruct, 
Jehovah's  name  to  praise. 

3  Behold  the  sun,  whose  cheering  beams 

Give  radiance  to  the  day, 
Behold  the  mountains  and  the  streams, 
What  grandeur  they  display. 

4  Behold  the  boundless  ocean  roll 

Its  strong  insurgent  waves; 
What  admiration  fills  the  soul, 
As  the  rough  shore  it  laves. 

5  Behold  the  black'ning  tempest  rise, 

What  awful  scenes  are  there ! 
Loud  peals  of  thunder  rend  the  skies, 
And  vivid  lightnings  glare ! 

6  In  these  behold  the  power  of  God, 

His  majesty  divine: 
He  shakes  creation  with  a  nod, 
And  says,  "  The  world  is  mine." 

7  This  being  let  our  hearts  adore, 

While  on  his  works  we  gaze; 
And  "  take  his  name  in  vain"  no  more, 
But  bow,  his  name  to  praise. 


HYMN  7. 
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HYMN  7.    (L.  M.) 
The  Penitent. 

OGIVE  me,  Lord,  my  sins  to  mourn, 
My  sins  which  have  thy  body  torn  ; 
Give  me,  with  broken  heart,  to  see 
Thy  last  tremendous  agony. 

2  O !  could  I  gain  the  mountain's  height, 
And  gaze  upon  that  bleeding  sight! 

O  that,  with  Salem's  daughters,  T 
Could  stand,  and  see  my  Saviour  die; 

3  I'd  hang  around  his  feet,  and  cry, 

'  Lord,  save  a  soul  condemned  to  die, 
And  let  a  wretch  come  near  thy  throne, 
To  plead  thy  merits,  not  his  own.' 

4  Father  of  mercies !  drop  thy  frown, 
And  give  me  shelter  in  thy  Son  ; 
Now  with  my  broken  heart  comply, 
And  give  me  Jesus,  or  I  die. 

5  O  God!  deny  what  else  thou  wilt, 
Only  relieve  my  soul  from  guilt : 
Father,  in  mercy  hear  my  cry, 
And  give  me  Jesus,  or  I  die. 

6  O  save  my  soul  from  gaping  hell, 
Or  else  with  devils  I  must  dwell ; 
A  wretched  soul,  lost  and  undone, 
Lord  Jesus!  save  me,  or  I'm  gone. 

7  Spare  me,  O  Lord,  do  not  forsake, 
But  my  sad  case  now  undertake: 
Wash  off  my  sins  in  blood  divine, 
O  save,  and  seal  me  ever  thine. 
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HYMN  8,  9. 


8  One  precious  drop,  Lord  Jesus,  grant, 
One  precious  drop  is  all  I  want ; 
One  precious  drop  of  thy  rich  blood 
Will  make  me  ciy,  '  My  Lord,  my  God!" 

HYMN  8.    (S.  M.) 
Praising  Christ. 

AWAKE,  and  sing  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb ; 
Wake  every  heart  and  every  tongue, 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name. 

2  Sing  of  his  dying  love, 

Sing  of  his  rising  power, 
Sing  how  he  intercedes  above, 
For  those  whose  sins  he  bore. 

3  Sing  till  we  feel  our  hearts 

Ascending  with  our  tongues  ; 
Sing  till  the  love  of  sin  departs, 
And  grace  inspires  our  songs. 

4  Sing  till  we  hear  Christ  say, 

"  Your  sins  are  all  forgiven 
Sing  on,  rejoicing  every  day, 
Till  we  all  sing  in  heaven. 

Watchman.]   HYMN  9.    (S.  M.) 

JESUS,  we  thus  obey 
Thy  last  and  kindest  word ; 
Here  in  thine  own  appointed  way, 
We  come  to  meet  our  Lord. 

2  The  way  thou  hast  enjoin'd, 
Thou  wilt  therein  appear ; 


HYMN  10. 
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We  come  with  confidence,  to  find 
Thy  special  presence  here. 

Whatever  the  Almighty  cqgi 
To  pardon'd  sinners  give, 

The  fulness  of  our  God  made  man, 
We  here  with  Christ  receive. 


*  HYMN  10.    (C.  M.) 

Holiness. 

0THOU,  who  slightest  offer'd  grace, 
How  is  the  case  with  thee  ? 
We  read,  that  "  without  holiness, 
No  man  the  Lord  can  see." 

For  God  *s  a  spirit,  just  and  pure, 

Who  all  our  ways  beholds: 
The  word  for  ever  shall  endure, 

His  holy  book  unfolds. 

His  word  commands  us  to  repent, 

And  turn  from  evil  ways — 
"  To  you  is  this  salvation  sent, 

Slight  not  my  ofFer'd  grace." 

"  Break  off  your  sins,  by  righteousness, 

And  enter  at  the  door; 
Love  friends  and  adversaries,  bless, 

Shew  mercy  to  the  poor." 

Be  humble,  and  the  Lord  will  bless 
Your  souls  with  kind  reward; 

But  O!  without  this  holiness, 
No  man  can  see  the  Lord. 
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HYMN  11. 


6  Jesus,  kind  Saviour,  give  me  grace, 
My  moments  to  improve; 
That  I  may  see  thy  smiling  face, 
When  I  from  earth  remove. 

HYMN  11.  (C.  M.) 
The  nativity  of  Christ. 

"  QHEPHERDS,  rejoice,  lift  up  your  eyes, 
IO    "  And  send  your  fears  away, 

"News  from  the  regions  of  the  skies, 
"  Salvation 's  born  to-day. 

2  "Jesus,  the  God  whom  angels  fear, 

"Comes  down  to  dwell  with  you  ; 
"  To-day  he  makes  his  entrance  here, 
"  But  not  as  monarchs  do. 

3  "  No  gold,  nor  purple  swaddling  bands, 

"  Nor  royal  shkiing  things  ; 
"  A  manger  for  his  cradle  stands, 
"  And  holds  the  King  of  kings. 

4  "  Go,  shepherds,  where  the  infant  lies, 

"  And  see  his  humble  throne  ; 
"  With  tears  of  joy  in  all  your  eyes, 
"  Go,  shepherds,  kiss  the  Son." 

5  Thus  Gabriel  sang,  and  straight  around 

The  heavenly  armies  throng ; 
They  tune  their  harps  to  lofty  sound, 
And  thus  conclude  the  song. 

6  "  Glory  to  God  who  reigns  above, 

"Let  peace  surround  the  earth  ; 
"  Mortals  shall  know  their  Maker's  love, 
"  At  their  Redeemer's  birth." 


HYMN  12,  13.  11 


HYMN  12.    (C.  M.) 
Godly  Sorrow. 

ALAS,  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed! 
And  did  my  Sovereign  die  ? 
Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  1? 

2  (Thy  body  slain,  sweet  Jesus  thine, 

And  bathed  in  its  own  blood, 
While  all  exposed  to  wrath  divine, 
The  glorious  sufferer  stood  !) 

3  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done, 

He  groan'd  upon  the  tree? 
Amazing  pity!  grace  unknown! 
And  love  beyond  degree. 

4  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 

And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  Christ,  the  mighty  Maker,  died, 
For  man,  the  creature's  sin. 

5  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face, 

While  his  dear  cross  appears, 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  mine  eyes  in  tears. 

6  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe ; 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away; 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 

HYMN  13.    (L.  M.) 
Life — The  only  Day  of  Grace. 

LIFE  is  the  time  to  serve  the  Lord, 
The  time  t'  insure  the  great  reward ; 
And  while  the  lamp  holds  out  to  burn, 
The  vilest  sinner  may  return. 


12 


HYMN  14. 


2  Life  is  the  hour  that  God  has  given 
To  'scape  from  hell  and  fly  to  heaven ; 
The  day  of  grace,  and  mortals  may 
Secure  the  blessings  of  the  day. 

3  The  living  know  that  they  must  die, 
But  all  the  dead  forgotten  lie  ; 

Their  mem'ry  and  their  sense  are  gone, 
Alike  unknowing  and  unknown. 

4  Their  hatred  and  their  love  are  lost, 
Their  envy 's  buried  in  the  dust; 
They  have  no  share  in  all  that's  done 
Beneath  the  circuit  of  the  sun. 

5  Then  what  my  thoughts  design  to  do, 
My  hands,  with  all  your  might  pursue ; 
Since  no  device,  nor  work  is  found, 
Nor  faith,  nor  hope,  beneath  the  ground. 

6  There  are  no  acts  of  pardon  past 

In  the  cold  grave,  to  which  we  haste: 
But  darkness,  death,  and  long  despair, 
Reign  in  eternal  silence  there. 

HYMN  14. 
The  Inquiry  of  a  Doubting  Christian. 

TTUS  a  point  I  long  to  know, 

X   Oft  it  causes  anxious  thought, 
Do  I  love  the  Lord,  or  no  ? 
Am  I  his,  or  am  I  not? 

2  If  I  love,  why  am  I  thus? 

Why  this  dull  and  lifeless  frame? 
Hardly,  sure,  can  they  be  worse, 
Who  have  never  heard  his  name. 


HYMN  14.  13 


3  Could  my  heart  so  hard  remain, 

Prayer  a  task  and  burden  prove, 
Every  trifle  give  me  pain, 
If  I  knew  a  Saviour's  love? 

4  When  I  turn  my  eyes  within, 

All  is  darkness,  vain  and  wild: 
Fill'd  with  unbelief  and  sin, 
Can  I  deem  myself  a  child  ? 

5  If  I  pray,  or  hear,  or  read, 

Sin  is  mix'd  with  all  1  do: 
You  that  love  the  Lord  indeed, 
Tell  me — is  it  thus  with  you  ? 

6  Yet  I  mourn  my  stubborn  will, 

Find  my  sin  a  grief  and  thrall: 
Should  I  mourn  for  what  I  feel, 
If  I  did  not  love  at  all  ? 

7  Should  I  joy  the  saints  to  meet, 

Choose  the  way  I  once  abhorr'd, 
Find,  at  times,  the  promise  sweet, 
If  I  did  not  love  the  Lord? 

8  Lord,  decide  this  doubtful  case, 

Thou  who  art  thy  people's  sun, 
Shine  upon  the  work  of  grace, 
If  indeed  it  is  begun. 

9  Let  me  love  thee  more  and  more, 

If  I  love  at  all,  I  pray; 
If  I  have  not  loved  before, 
Help  me  to  begin  this  day. 
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HYMN  15,  16. 


HYMN  15.  (C.  M.) 
The  Messiah's  Coming. 

JOY  to  the  world  !  the  Lord  is  come  ! 
Let  earth  receive  her  King; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  him  room, 
And  Heaven  and  Nature  sing. 

2  Joy  to  the  earth!  the  Saviour  reigns; 

Let  men  their  songs  employ ; 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills  and  plains, 
Repeat  the  sounding  joy. 

3  No  more  let  sins  and  sorrows  grow, 

Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground; 
He  comes  to  make  the  blessing  flow, 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace, 

And  makes  the  nations  prove 
The  glories  of  his  righteousness, 
And  wonders  of  his  love. 

HYMN  16.    (L.  M.) 
Retirement  and  Meditation. 

MY  God,  permit  me  not  to  be 
A  stranger  to  myself  and  thee: 
Amidst  a  thousand  thoughts  I  rove, 
Forgetful  of  my  highest  love. 

2  Why  should  my  passions  mix  with  earth, 
And  thus  debase  my  heavenly  birth? 
Why  should  I  cleave  to  things  below, 
And  let  my  God,  my  Saviour  go? 

3  Call  me  away  from  flesh  and  sense ; 
One  gracious  word  can  draw  me  hence; 


HYMN  17.  15 


I  would  obey  the  voice  divine, 
And  all  inferior  joys  resign. 

4  Be  earth,  with  all  her  scenes,  withdrawn ; 
Let  noise  and  vanity  be  gone  ; 
In  secret  silence  of  the  mind, 
My  heaven,  and  thee,  my  God,  I  find. 

HYMN  17.    (S.  M.) 
The  Beauty  and  Blessing  of  the  Gospel  Dispensation. 

HOW  beauteous  are  their  feet, 
Who  stand  on  Zion's  hill  r 
Who  bring  salvation  on  their  tongues, 
And  words  of  peace  reveal! 

2  How  charming  is  their  voice! 

How  sweet  the  tidings  are! 
"  Zion,  behold  thy  Saviour  King, 
He  reigns  and  triumphs  here!" 

3  How  happy  are  our  ears, 

That  hear  this  joyful  sound, 
Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for, 
And  sought,  but  never  found! 

4  How  blessed  are  our  eyes 

That  see  this  heavenly  light ; 
Prophets  and  kings  desired  it  long, 
But  died  without  the  sight. 

5  The  watchmen  join  their  voice, 

And  tuneful  notes  employ  ^ 
Jerusalem  breaks  forth  in  songs, 
And  deserts  learn  the  joy. 

6  The  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm 

Through  all  the  earth  abroad : 
Let  every  nation  now  behold 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God* 
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HYMN  18,  19. 


HYMN  18.    (L.  M.) 

The  Christian  rising  to  God, 

NOW  let  our  souls,  on  wings  sublime, 
Rise  from  the  vanities  of  time, 
Draw  back  the  parting-  veil,  and  see 
The  glories  of  eternity. 

2  Born  by  a  new  celestial  birth, 

Why  should  we  grovel  here  on  earth  ? 
Why  grasp  at  transitory  toys, 
So  near  to  heaven's  eternal  joys? 

3  Shall  aught  beguile  us  on  the  road, 
When  we  are  walking  home  to  God? 
For  strangers  into  life  we  come, 
And  dying  is  but  going  home. 

4  Welcome,  sweet  hour  of  full  discharge, 
That  sets  our  longing  souls  at  large, 
Unbinds  our  chains,  unlocks  our  cell, 
And  gives  us  with  our  God  to  dwell. 

5  To  dwell  with  God,  to  feel  his  love, 
Is  the  full  heaven  enjoyed  above  ; 

And  the  sweet  hope  that  we'll  get  there 
Is  the  young  dawn  of  heaven  here. 

HYMN  19.    (S.  M.) 
The  Birth  of  Christ 

BEHOLD,  the  grace  appears, 
The  promise  is  fulfill'd, 
Mary,  the  wondrous  virgin,  bears3 
And  Jesus  is  the  child. 


HYMN  20.  17 

2  To  bring  the  glorious  news 

A  heavenly  form  appears; 
He  tells  the  shepherds  of  their  joys, 
And  banishes  their  fears. 

3  "Go,  humble  swains,"  said  he, 

"To  David's  city  fly; 
"The  promised  infant,  born  to-day, 
Doth  in  a  manger  lie." 

4  "  With  looks  and  hearts  serene, 

"  Go,  visit  Christ,  your  King;" 
And  straight  a  flaming  troop  was  seen, 
The  shepherds  heard  them  sing: 

5  "  Glory  to  God  on  high! 

"And  heavenly  peace  on  earth, 
"  Good  will  to  men,  to  angels  joy, 
"At  the  Redeemer's  birth!" 

6  In  worship  so  divine 

Let  saints  employ  their  tongues, 
With  the  celestial  hosts  we  join, 
And  loud  repeat  their  songs: 

7  "  Glory  to  God  on  high! 

"And  heavenly  peace  on  earth, 
"Good  will  to  men,  to  angels  joy, 
"At  our  Redeemer's  birth!" 


HYMN  20.    (L.  M.) 

"T  KNOW  that  my  Redeemer  lives!" 

JL  What  comfort  this  sweet  sentence  gives; 
He  lives,  he  lives,  who  once  was  dead, 
He  lives,  my  ever  living  head. 
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HYMN  21. 


2  He  lives,  triumphant  o'er  the  grave, 
He  lives,  eternally  to  save, 

He  lives,  all  glorious  in  the  sky, 
He  lives,  exalted  and  on  high. 

3  He  lives,  to  bless  me  with  his  love, 
He  lives,  to  plead  my  cause  above, 
He  lives,  my  hungry  soul  to  feed, 
He  lives,  to  help  in  time  of  need. 

4  He  lives,  to  give  me  full  supplies, 
He  lives,  to  guide  me  with  his  eyes, 
He  lives,  to  comfort  me  when  faint, 
He  lives,  to  hear  my  soul's  complaint. 

5  He  lives,  to  crush  the  fiends  of  hell, 
He  lives,  and  doth  within  me  dwell, 
He  lives,  to  heal,  and  keep  me  whole, 
He  lives,  to  guard  my  feeble  soul. 

6  He  lives,  to  banish  all  my  fears, 
He  lives,  to  wipe  away  my  tears, 
He  lives,  to  calm  my  troubled  heart, 
He  lives,  all  blessings  to  impart. 

7  He  lives,  my  kind  and  gracious  friend, 
He  lives,  and  loves  me  to  the  end, 

He  lives,  my  prophet,  priest,  and  king, 
He  lives,  and  while  he  lives  I'll  sing. 

8  He  lives,  all  glory  to  his  name, 
He  lives,  my  Jesus  still  the  same, 
Oh,  the  sweet  joy  this  sentence  gives, 
"I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives!" 

HYMN  21.    (S.  M.) 
A  Thankful  Hymn. 

PREPARE  a  thankful  song 
To  the  Redeemer's  name! 


HYMN  21. 


His  praises  should  employ  each  tongue 
And  every  heart  inflame! 

2  He  laid  his  glory  by, 

And  dreadful  pains  endured! 
That  rebels,  such  as  you  and  I, 
From  wrath  might  be  secured. 

3  Upon  the  cross  he  died, 

Our  debt  of  sin  to  pay: 
The  blood  and  water  from  his  side, 
Wash  guilt  and  filth  away. 

4  And  now  he  pleading  stands, 

For  us,  before  the  throne, 
And  answers  all  the  law's  demands, 
With  what  himself  hath  done. 

5  The  Holy  Ghost  he  sends 

Our  stubborn  souls  to  move! 
To  make  his  enemies  his  friends, 
And  conquer  them  by  love. 

6  The  world  and  Satan  rage, 

But  he  their  power  controls; 
His  wisdom,  love,  and  truth,  engage 
Protection  for  our  souls. 

7  Though  press'd,  we  will  not  yield, 

But  shall  prevail  at  length; 
For  Jesus  is  our  sun  and  shield, 
Our  righteousness  and  strength. 

8  Assured  that  Christ,  our  King, 

Will  put  our  foes  to  flight, 
We  on  the  field  of  battle  sing, 
And  triumph,  while  we  fight. 
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HYMN  22,  23. 


HYMN  22.    (L.  M.) 

MY  soul  doth  in  Jesus  rejoice; 
My  heart  is  o'erwhelm'd  with  his  love, 
With  pleasure  I  hear  his  sweet  voice, 
Which  calls  my  affections  above. 

2  Farewell  to  all  pleasures  below, 

Which  nature  and  sense  do  afford; 
Their  honours  I'll  freely  forego, 
They're  nothing1  compared  with  my  Lord. 

3  All  fulness  in  Jesus  doth  dwell, 

All  fulness  of  peace  and  of  joy; 
His  mercy  redeem'd  me  from  hell — 
His  blood  all  my  sins  shall  destroy. 

4  From  idols  and  filthiness  clean, 

Perfect  in  love  I  shall  be; 
Then  rise  in  his  presence  to  reign, 
His  glorious  perfections  to  see, 

5  Yea,  Lord,  thy  kind  word  I  believe, 

My  soul  on  thy  promise  I  stay; 
Thy  spirit  the  witness  doth  give, 
That  like  my  dear  Lord  I  shall  be. 

6  King  Jesus,  impatient  I  wait; 

Now,  Lord,  the  full  blessing  impart; 
In  holiness  make  me  complete, 

Then  take  me  to  dwell  where  thou  art. 

HYMN  23.    (S.  M.) 

THE  Lord  my  shepherd  is, 
I  shall  be  well  supplied; 
Since  he  is  mine,  and  1  am  his, 
What  can  I  want  beside? 


HYMN  24. 
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2  He  leads  me  to  the  place 

Where  heavenly  pasture  grows, 
Where  living"  waters  gently  pass, 
And  full  salvation  flows. 

3  While  he  affords  his  aid, 

I'm  free  from  every  fear; 
Tho'  I  should  walk  thro'  death's  dark  shade, 
My  Shepherd 's  with  me  there. 

4  In  spite  of  all  my  foes, 

He  doth  my  table  spread; 
My  cup  with  blessing  overflows, 
And  joy  exalts  my  head. 

5  The  bounties  of  his  love 

Shall  crown  my  following  days; 
Nor  from  his  house  will  I  remove, 
Nor  cease  to  speak  his  praise. 


HYMN  24.    (C.  M.) 

THE  Lord  himself,  the  mighty  Lord, 
Vouchsafes  to  be  my  guide; 
The  Shepherd  by  whose  constant  care, 
My  wants  are  all  supplied. 

2  In  tender  grass  he  makes  me  feed, 

And  gently  there  repose; 
Then  leads  me  to  cool  shades,  and  where 
Refreshing  water  flows. 

3  He  does  my  wand'ring  soul  reclaim, 

And  to  his  endless  praise, 
Instruct,  with  humble  zeal,  to  walk 
In  his  most  righteous  ways. 
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4  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale  of  death, 

From  fear  and  danger  free; 
For  there  his  aiding  rod  and  staff 
Defend  and  comfort  me. 

5  In  presence  of  my  spiteful  foes, 

He  does  my  table  spread; 
He  crowns  my  cup  with  cheerful  wine, 
With  oil  anoints  my  head. 

6  Since  God  does  thus  his  wondrous  love 

Through  all  my  life  extend, 
That  life  to  him  I  will  devote, 
And  praise  him  to  its  end. 

HYMN  25.    (C.  M.) 

The  Saviour's  Voice. 

YE  saints,  attend  the  Saviour's  voice, 
Attend  his  promised  grace  : 
He  says — and  in  it  O,  rejoice! — 
"In  me  ye  shall  have  peace." 

2  Though  storms  and  tempests  round  you  roar, 

And  foes  and  fears  increase, 
He  says — and  what  could  he  say  more? — 
"  In  me  ye  shall  have  peace. M 

3  What  though  afflictions  still  abound, 

And  troubles  still  increase, 
He  says — and  O,  how  sweet  the  sound — 
"In  me  ye  shall  have  peace." 

4  What  tho'  your  hearts  with  sorrow  bleed, 

And  sighs  and  tears  increase, 
He  says — and  O,  'tis  true  indeed — 
"In  me  ye  shall  have  peace." 


HYMN  26. 
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5  Tho'  you  shall  pass  thro'  death's  cold  flood, 

To  gain  your  wish'd  release, 
He  says — and  sure  he'll  make  it  good — 
"In  me  ye  shall  have  peace." 

6  When  you  his  face  in  glory  view, 

Where  joy  can  ne'er  decrease, 
Eternity  shall  prove  it  true, 
"In  me  ye  shall  have  peace." 

HYMN  26.    (S.  M.) 
The  Dismal  Road. 

DESTRUCTION'S  dismal  road 
What  multitudes  pursue ; 
Yet  that  which  leads  the  soul  to  God 
Is  known  or  sought  by  few. 

2  Believers  enter  in 

By  Christ,  the  living  gate  •, 
While  they  who  will  not  leave  their  sin, 
Complain  it  is  too  strait. 

3  If  self  must  be  denied, 

And  sin  forsaken  quite; 
They'd  rather  choose  the  way  that's  wide, 
And  strive  to  think  it  right. 

4  Encompass'd  by  a  throng, 

On  numbers  they  depend, 
So  many  surely  can't  be  wrong, 
And  miss  a  happy  end. 

5  But  numbers  are  no  mark 

That  men  will  right  be  found ; 
But  few  were  saved  in  Noah's  ark, 
And  many  millions  drown'd. 
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6  Obey  the  gospel  call, 

And  enter  while  you  may ; 
The  flock  of  Christ  was  always  small, 
And  none  are  saved  but  they. 

7  They  always  were  despised  * 

By  men  who  do  oppose; 
And  sinners  never  think  them  wise, 
When  they  with  mercy  close. 

HYMN  27.    (L.  M.) 
Prayer. 

TTT^HAT  various  hindrances  we  meet 

VV    In  coming-  to  the  mercy  seat ; 
Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of  prayer, 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there  ? 

2  Prayer  makes  the  darkest  clouds  withdraw ; 
Prayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw; 
Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love, 

Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 

3  Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight : 
Prayer  makes  the  Christian's  armour  bright ; 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 

The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees. 

4  Have  you  no  words!1  Ah,  think  again  ; 
Words  flow  apace  when  you  complain, 
And  fill  your  fellow  creatures'  ears 
With  the  sad  tale  of  all  your  cares. 

5  Were  half  the  time  thus  vainly  spent, 
To  heaven  in  supplication  sent, 

Our  cheerful  songs  would  oftener  be, 
"Hear  what  the  Lord  hath  done  for  me." 


HYMN  28. 


HYMN  28.    (C.  M.) 

WHAT  poor  despised  company 
Of  travellers  are  these, 
That,  walk  in  yonder  narrow  way, 
Along  the  rugged  maze  ? 

2  Ah,  these  are  of  a  royal  line, 

All  children  of  a  King; 
Heirs  of  immortal  crowns  divine, 
And  lo  !  for  joy  they  sing. 

3  Why  then  do  they  appear  so  mean, 

And  why  so  much  despised? 
Because  of  their  rich  robes,  unseen, 
The  world  is  not  apprised. 

4  But  some  of  them  seem  poor,  distress'd, 

And  lacking  daily  bread— 
Ah,  they're  of  boundless  wealth  possess'd, 
With  hidden  manna  fed. 

5  But  why  keep  they  that  narrow  road, 

That  rugged  thorny  maze  ? 
Why  that 's  the  way  their  Leader  trod, 
They  love  and  keep  his  ways. 

6  Why  do  they  shun  the  pleasing  path, 

That  worldlings  love  so  well  ? 
Because  that  is  the  road  to  death, 
The  open  road  to  hell. 

7  What!  is  there  then  no  other  road 

To  Salem's  happy  ground  ? — 
Christ  is  the  only  way  to  God, 
No  other  can  be  found. 

,  J&'to  :  3 
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HYMN  29.    (8s  &  6s.) 
Bold  Soldiers. 

BOLD  soldiers  all,  on  you  I  call, 
Although  you  are  but  few, 
When  you've  done  all,  stand  fast,  and  keep 

The  glorious  prize  in  view! 
The  time  draws  nigh,  when  you  and  I 

Must  cross  bold  Jordan's  flood: 
On  wings  of  love  we'll  soar  above, 
And  scale  the  mount  of  God. 

2  The  city  hath  foundations  twelve, 

And  golden  gates  the  same, 
All  paved,  and  set  with  diamonds  bright, 

On  each  engraved  a  name. 
All  round  this  glorious  city,  shine 

The  walls  of  dazzling  gold; 
No  mortal  eye  can  reach  so  high, 

Those  glories  to  behold. 

3  I  long  to  see  that  heavenly  place, 

And  to  return  no  more ; 
I  long  to  sing  redeeming  grace 

On  Canaan's  blissful  shore: 
I  long  to  see  my  blessed  God, 

Who  saved  my  soul  from  hell, 
I  long  to  see  my  brethren  there, 

Whom  I  do  love  so  well. 

4  Bright  shining  armies  there  to  join, 

Adoring  round  the  throne, 
And  everlasting  praises  sing 

To  the  great  Three  in  One. 
There  parents  and  their  children  too, 

May  join  the  heavenly  throng — 
I  hope  to  meet  my  brethren  there, 

And  then  renew  my  song. 


HYMN  30. 


5  My  soul  is  rising',  while  1  sing1, 

Towards  the  blissful  goal: 
1  feel  the  love  of  Christ,  my  King, 

Now  running  through  my  soul : 
My  soul  is  struggling  to  be  gone 

To  those  bright  worlds  above, 
To  shout  and  sing  redeeming  grace, 

In  strains  of  perfect  love. 


HYMN  30.    (L.  M.) 

Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 

OW  in  a  song  of  grateful  praise, 
To  my  dear  Lord,  my  voice  I'll  raise 
With  all  the  saints,  I'll  join  to  tell, 
My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 

2  All  worlds  his  glorious  power  confess, 
His  wisdom  all  his  works  express; 
But  O,  his  love,  what  tongue  can  tell? 
My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 

3  I  spurn'd  his  grace — I  broke  his  laws, 
And  yet  he*  undertook  my  cause, 

To  save  me  though  I  did  rebel: 
My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 

4  And  since  my  soul  hath  known  his  love, 
What  blessings  hath  he  made  me  prove  ! 
His  mercy  doth  all  praise  excel ! 

My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 

5  Whene'er  my  Saviour  and  my  God 
Hath  on  me  laid  his  gentle  rod, 

I  know  in  all  that  has  befel, 

My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 
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6  Soon  I  shall  pass  the  vale  of  death, 
And  in  his  arms  shall  lose  my  breath; 
Then,  then  my  happy  soul  shall  tell, 
My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 

7  And  when  to  that  bright  world  1  rise, 
And  join  the,  anthems  in  the  skies, 
Above  the  rest,  this  note  shall  swell, 
My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 


HYMN  31.    (L.  M.) 
Christ  found,  and  brought  to  the  Church. 

OFTEN  I  seek  my  Lord  by  night; 
Jesus,  my  love,  my  soul's  delight; 
With  warm  desire  and  restless  thought 
I  seek  him  oft,  but  find  him  not. 

2  Then  1  arise  and  search  the  street, 
Till  1  my  Lord  and  Saviour  meet ; 
I  ask  the  watchmen  of  the  night, 
When  did  you  see  my  soul's  delight  ? 

3  Sometimes  1  find  him  in  my  way, 
Directed  by  a  heavenly  ray; 

I  leap  for  joy  to  see  his  face, 

And  hold  him  fast  in  mine  embrace. 


4  I  bring  him  to  my  mother's  home; 
Nor  does  my  Lord  refuse  to  come 
To  Zion's  sacred  chambers,  where 
My  soul  first  drew  the  vital  air. 

5  He  gives  me  there  his  bleeding  heart, 

•    Pierced  for  my  sake  with  deadly  smart ; 
I  give  my  soul  to  him,  and  there 
Our  loves  their  mutual  tokens  share. 
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6  I  charge  you  all,  ye  earthly  toys, 
Approach  not  to  disturb  my  joys ; 
Nor  sin,  nor  hell,  come  near  my  heart, 
Nor  cause  my  Saviour  to  depart. 

HYMN  32.    (C.  M.) 
Christ  relieving  his  followers. 

JESUS,  my  Lord,  how  rich  thy  grace! 
Thy  bounties  how  complete! 
How  shall  I  count  the  matchless  sum, 
How  pay  the  mighty  debt  ? 

2  High  on  a  throne  of  radiant  light, 

Dost  thou  exalted  shine; 
What  can  my  poverty  bestow, 
Where  all  the  worlds  are  thine ! 

3  But  thou  hast  followers  here  below, 

Partakers  of  thy  grace; 
And  wilt  confess  their  humble  names 
Before  thy  Father's  face. 

4  By  thee  they  will  be  clothed  and  fed, 

And  visited  and  cheer'd, 
And  in  their  accents  of  distress, 
Thy  cheering  voice  is  heard. 

5  Thy  face  with  reverence,  and  with  love, 

We  in  thy  mercies  see; 
O  let  us  rather  beg  our  bread, 
Than  keep  our  souls  from  thee. 

HYMN  33.    (C.  M.) 

MY  God,  my  portion,  and  my  love, 
My  everlasting  all, 
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I've  none  but  thee  in  heaven  above, 
Or  on  this  earthly  ball. 

2  What  empty  things  are  all  the  skies, 

And  this  inferior  clod  ! 
There's  nothing  here  deserves  my  joys, 
There's  nothing-  like  my  God. 

3  In  vain  the  bright,  the  burning  sun, 

Scatters  his  feeble  light: 
'Tis  thy  sweet  beams  create  my  noon; 
If  thou  withdraw,  'tis  night. 

4  And  while  upon  my  restless  bed, 

Amongst  the  shades  I  roll, 
If  my  Redeemer  shows  his  head, 
'Tis  morning  with  my  soul. 

5  To  thee  we  owe  our  wealth  and  friends, 

And  health,  and  safe  abode: 
Thanks  to  thy  name  for  meaner  things, 
But  they  are  not  my  God. 

6  How  vain  a  toy  is  glitt'ring  wealth, 

If  once  compared  to  thee  : 
Or  what's  my  safety  or  my  health, 
Or  what  are  friends  to  me? 

7  Were  I  possessor  of  the  earth, 

And  call'd  the  stars  my  own, 
Without  thy  graces,  and  thyself, 
I  were  a  wretch  undone. 

8  Let  others  stretch  their  arms  like  seas, 

And  grasp  in  all  the  shore ; 
Grant  me  the  visits  of  thy  face, 
And  I  desire  no  more. 


HYMN  34,  35. 


HYMN  34.    (L.  M.) 
This  Church  offers  her  Tribute  of  Praise. 

JESUS,  thou  everlasting  King, 
Accept  the  tribute  which  we  bring, 
Accept  the  well  deserved  renown, 
And  wear  our  praises  as  thy  crown. 

2  Let  every  act  of  worship  be 
Like  our  espousals,  Lord,  to  thee  ; 
Like  that  blest  hour,  when  from  above 
We  first  received  thy  pledge  of  love. 

3  The  gladness  of  that  happy  day, 
Our  hearts  would  wish  it  long  to  stay  ; 
Let  not  our  faith  forsake  its  hold, 
Nor  comfort  sink,  nor  love  grow  cold. 

4  May  every  minute  as  it  flies, 
Increase  thy  praise,  improve  our  joys ; 
Till  we  are  raised  to  sing  thy  name, 
At  the  great  supper  of  the  Lamb. 

HYMN  35.    (C.  M.) 
Zeal  and  Fortitude. 

DO  I  believe  what  Jesus  saith, 
And  think  the  gospel  true  ? 
Lord,  make  me  bold  to  my  own  faith 
And  practise  virtue  too. 

2  Suppress  my  shame,  subdue  my  fear, 
Arm  me  with  heavenly  zeal, 
That  I  may  glorify  thee  here, 
And  words  of  praise  fulfil. 
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HYMN  36. 


3  If  men  should  see  my  virtue  shine, 

And  spread  my  name  abroad, 
Thine  is  the  power,  the  praise  is  thine, 
My  Saviour  and  my  God! 

4  Thus  when  the  saints  in  glory  meet, 

Their  lips  proclaim  his  grace  ; 
They  cast  their  honours  at  his  feet 
And  own  their  borrow'd  rays. 

HYMN  36.    (C.  M.) 

Recovery  from  Sickness. 

I LOVE  the  Lord;  he  heard  my  cries, 
And  pitied  every  groan ; 
Long  as  I  live,  when  troubles  rise, 
I'll  hasten  to  his  throne. 

2  I  love  the  Lord;  he  bow'd  his  ear, 

And  chased  my  grief  away ; 
O  let  my  heart  no  more  despair, 
While  I  have  breath  to  pray. 

3  My  flesh  declined,  my  spirit  Fell, 

And  I  drew  near  the  dead  ; 
While  inward  pangs,  and  fears  of  hell, 
Perplex'd  my  wakeful  head. 

4  "  My  God,"  1  cried,  "  thy  servant  save, 

"  Thou  ever  good  and  just ; 
"Thy  power  can  rescue  from  the  grave, 
"Thy  mercy's  all  my  trust." 

5  The  Lord  beheld  me  sore  distress'd, 

He  bade  my  pains  remove  ; 
Return,  my  soul,  to  God,  thy  rest, 
For  thou  hast  known  his  love. 


HYMN  37. 


6  My  God  hath  saved  my  soul  from  death, 
And  dried  my  falling-  tears: 
Now  in  his  praise  I'll  spend  my  breath, 
And  my  remaining*  years. 

HYMN  37.    (C.  M.) 

A  Parting  Hymn . 

THROUGH  thee  we  now  together  come 
In  singleness  of  heart ; 
We  meet,  O  Jesus,  in  thy  name, 
And  in  thy  name  we  part. 

2  We  part  in  body,  not  in  mind; 

Our  minds  continue  one ; 
And  each  to  each  in  Jesus  join'd, 
We  hand  in  hand  go  on. 

3  Thus  actuated  by  one  soul, 

No  power  can  make  us  twain ; 
Though  mountains  rise,  and  oceans  roll, 
They  sever  us  in  vain. 

4  Present  we  still  in  spirit  are, 

And  intimately  nigh; 
While  on  the  wings  of  faith  and  prayer 
We  each  to  other  fly. 

5  Our  life  is  hid  in  Christ,  with  God  ; 

Our  life  shall  soon  appear, 
And  spread  his  glory  all  abroad, 
In  all  his  members  here. 

6  Our  bodies  then  like  his  shall  shine  ; 

Immortal  we  shall  rise; 
And  in  his  image,  all  divine, 
As  one,  we'll  take  the  prize, 
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HYMN  38,  39. 


HYMN  38.    (S.  M.) 
The  name  of  Jesus. 

JESUS,  we  love  thy  name, 
And  thee  we  will  adore ; 
And  when  we  feel  this  heavenly  flame, 
We  long  to  love  thee  more. 

2  Thy  name  is  all  our  trust; 

Thy  name  gives  life  and  peace  ; 
Thy  name  shall  be  for  ever  blest, 
'  When  other  names  shall  cease. 

3  Then  ravish'd  with  thy  name, 

We  never  more  shall  rove  ; 
But  sound  thine  everlasting  fame, 
And  solace  in  thy  love. 

4  Thy  name  shall  be  our  praise  ; 

Thy  name  shall  be  our  joy ; 
Thy  name  through  everlasting  days, 
Shall  countless  throngs  employ. 

HYMN  39.  (L.M.) 
0,  who  will  rise. 

OWHO  will  rise  and  go  with  me  ? 
I'm  bound  fair  Canaan's  land  to  see: 
I'll  join  with  those  who're  gone  before 
To  realms  where  sorrows  are  no  more. 

2  A  few  more  rolling  years  at  most, 
Will  land  my  soul  on  Canaan's  coast; 
There,  on  the  mount  of  sweet  repose, 
I'll  bid  adieu  to  all  my  woes. 

3  O  may  my  soul  march  boldly  on, 
And  never  end  the  blessed  song ; 
O  may  I  always  persevere, 

And  never  stop  till  I  get  there. 


HYMN  40. 
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4  O  what  a  happy  time  'twill  be, 
When  I  my  friends  in  heaven  shall  see: 
When  we  shall  reach  that  happy  shore, 
There  we  may  tell  our  sufferings  o'er. 

5  O  what  a  happy  company! 
May  I  be  there  that  sight  to  see, 
And  join  in  praise  to  Jesus'  name, 
All  glorious  in  Jerusalem. 

6  I  little  thought  he  was  so  nigh  ; 

His  presence  makes  me  leap  with  joy, 
He  said,  "I'm  come  for  thee,  my  love, 
I  have  a  place  for  thee  above." 

7  Now  here 's  my  heart  and  here 's  my  hand, 
To  meet  you  in  that  heavenly  land : 

My  hand  again  I  give  to  thee, 
Hoping  thy  face  in  heaven  to  see. 

HYMN  40.    (L.  M.) 
Everlasting  Flight. 

STAY,  thou  insulted  Spirit,  stay, 
Though  I  have  done  thee  such  despite ; 
Nor  cast  the  sinner  quite  away, 
Nor  take  thine  everlasting  flight. 

2  Though  I  have  steel'd  my  stubborn  heart, 

And  still  cast  off"  my  guilty  fears, 
And  vex'd,  and  urged  thee  to  depart, 
For  many  long  rebellious  years: 

3  Though  I  have  most  unfaithful  been, 

Of  all  who  e'er  thy  gifts  received, 
Ten  thousand  times  thy  goodness  seen, 
Ten  thousand  times  thy  goodness  grieved  : 
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HYMN  41. 


4  Yet  O!  the  chief  of  sinners  spare, 

In  honour  of  my  great  High  Priest ; 
Nor  in  thy  righteous  anger  swear 

T*  exclude  me  from  thy  people's  rest. 

5  This  heaviest  wo  I  deprecate ; 

This  deadliest  plague  I  pray  remove  ; 
Nor  leave  me  in  my  lost  estate, 

Nor  curse  me  with  this  want  of  love. 

6  Now,  Lord,  my  weary  soul  release, 

Upraise  me  with  thy  gracious  hand, 
O  guide  me  to  thy  perfect  peace, 
O  bring  me  to  the  promised  land. 


Bedford.]      HYMN  41.  (CM.) 

OTHAT  I  could  my  Lord  receive, 
Who  did  the  world  redeem ; 
Who  gave  his  life  that  I  might  live 
A  life  conceal'd  in  him  ! 

2  O  that  I  could  the  blessing  prove, 

My  heart's  extreme  desire: 
Live  happy  in  my  Saviour's  love; 
And  in  his  arms  expire ! 

3  Mercy  I  ask  to  seal  my  peace, 

O  grant  me,  Lord,  the  power, 
From  every  evil  way  to  cease, 
And  never  grieve  thee  more. 

4  Now,  if  thy  gracious  will  it  be, 

E'en  now  my  sins  remove, 
And  set  my  soul  at  liberty, 
By  thy  victorious  love. 


HYMN  42,  43. 


5  In  answer  to  ten  thousand  prayers, 

Thou  pard'ning  God,  descend; 
Number  me  with  Salvation's  heirs, 
My  sins  and  troubles  end. 

6  Nothing"  I  ask  or  want  beside, 

Of  all  the  earth  or  heaven: 
But  let  me  feel  thy  blood  applied, 
And  live  and  die  forgiven. 

Abridge.-]      HYMN  42.    (C.  M.) 

\T7HY  should  the  children  of  a  King 
VV    Go  mourning  all  their  days? 
Great  Comforter,  descend,  and  bring 
The  tokens  of  thy  grace. 

2  Dost  thou  not  dwell  in  all  thy  saints, 

And  seal  the  heirs  of  heaven  ? 
When  wilt  thou  banish  my  complaints, 
And  show  my  sins  forgiven? 

3  Assure  my  conscience  of  her  part 

In  the  Redeemer's  blood: 
And  bear  thy  witness  with  my  heart, 
That  I  am  born  of  God. 

4  Thou  art  the  earnest  of  his  love, 

The  pledge  of  joys  to  come; 
May  thy  bless'd  wings,  Celestial  Dove, 
Convey  me  safely  home  ! 

Mear.]  HYMN  43.    (C.  M.) 

GOD  is  in  this,  and  every  place ! 
But  O !  how  dark  and  void 
To  me  were  this  great  wilderness, 
This  earth,  without  my  God. 


HYMN  44. 


2  O  thou  who  seest  and  know'st  my  grief, 

Thyself  unseen,  unknown, 
Pity  my  helpless  unbelief, 
And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

3  Regard  me  with  a  gracious  eye, 

The  long  sought  blessing  give  ! 
And  bid  my  spirit,  when  I  die, 
Behold  thy  face  and  live. 

4  A  darker  soul  did  never  yet 

Thy  promised  help  implore  : 
O  that  I  now  my  Lord  might  meet, 
And  never  lose  him  more! 

5  Now,  Jesus,  now  the  Father's  love 

Shed  in  my  heart  abroad  ; 
The  middle  wall  of  sin  remove, 
And  let  me  come  to  God. 

Aylesbury.]     HYMN  44.    (S.  M.) 

OTHAT  I  could  revere 
My  much  offended  God! 
O  that  I  could  but  stand  in  fear 

Of  thy  afflicting  rod! 
If  mercy  cannot  draw, 

Thou,  by  thy  threat'nings,  move ; 
And  keep  an  abject  soul  in  awe, 
That  will  not  yield  to  love. 

2  Show  me  the  naked  sword 

Impending  o'er  my  head, 
O  let  me  tremble  at  thy  word, 

And  to  my  ways  take  heed ! 
With  sacred  horror  fly 

From  every  sinful  snare  ; 
Nor  ever  in  my  Judge's  eye 

My  Judge's  anger  dare. 


HYMN  45. 


3  Thou  great,  tremendous  God, 

The  conscious  awe  impart; 
By  grace  be  now  on  me  bestovv'd, 

The  tender,  softened  heart: 
For  Jesus'  sake  alone, 

The  stony  heart  remove, 
And  melt  at  last,  O  melt  me  down, 

Into  the  mould  of  love. 


Kentucky.]       HYMN  45.    (S.  M.) 

AND  wilt  thou  yet  be  found? 
And  may  1  still  draw  near? 
Then  listen  to  the  plaintive  sound 
Of  a  poor  sinner's  prayer. 

2  Jesus,  thine  aid  afford, 

For  still  the  same  thou  art, 
To  thee  I  look,  to  thee,  O  Lord ! 
I  lift  a  helpless  heart. 

3  Thou  seest  my  troubled  breast, 

The  strugglings  of  my  will, 
The  foes  that  interrupt  my  rest, 
The  agonies  I  feel. 

4  The  daily  death  I  prove, 

Saviour,  to  thee  is  known  : 
'Twere  worse  than  death  God  not  to  lov 
My  God,  and  him  alone. 

5  O,  my  offended  Lord, 

Restore  my  inward  peace, 
I  know  thou  canst  pronounce  the  word, 
And  bid  the  tempest  cease! 


HYMN  46,  47. 


6  I  long  to  see  thy  face, 
Thy  Spirit  I  implore, 
The  living  water  of  thy  grace, 
That  I  may  thirst  no  more. 

HYMN  46.    (L.  M.) 

Exhortation  to  Sinners. 


C10ME,  sinners,  to  the  gospel  feast, 
;  Let  every  soul  be  Jesus'  guest, 
Ye  need  not  one  be  left  behind  ; 
For  God  has  bidden  all  mankind. 

2  Sent  by  my  Lord,  on  you  I  call, 
The  invitation  is  to  all; 

Come  all  the  world!  Come,  sinner,  thou! 
All  things  in  Christ  are  ready  now. 

3  Come  all  ye  souls  by  sin  oppress'd, 
Ye  weary  wand'rers  after  rest, 

Ye  poor  and  maim'd,  ye  halt  and  blind, 
In  Christ  a  hearty  welcome  find. 

4  See  him  set  forth  before  your  eyes, 
That  precious  bleeding  sacrifice  ! 
His  offer'd  benefits  embrace, 

And  freely  now  be  saved  by  grace. 


HYMN  47.    (C.  M.) 
The  Jubilee. 


WHAT  heavenly  music  do  I  hear? 
Salvation  sounding  free ! 
Ye  souls  in  bondage,  lend  an  ear, 
This  is  the  jubilee. 


HYMN  48. 
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2  How  joyously  the  tidings  roll 

Around,  from  sea  to  sea, 
From  land  to  land,  from  pole  to  pole  ; 
This  is  the  jubilee. 

3  Good  news,  good  news  to  Adam's  race, 

Let  Christians  all  agree, 
To  sing  redeeming  love  and  grace, 
This  is  the  jubilee. 

4  The  gospel  sounds  a  sweet  release, 

To  all  in  misery, 
And  bids  them  welcome  home  to  peace  ; 
This  is  the  jubilee. 

5  Jesus  is  on  the  mercy  seat, 

Before  him  bend  the  knee  ; 
Let  heaven  and  earth  his  praise  repeat, 
This  is  the  jubilee. 

6  Sinners,  be  wise,  return  and  come, 

Unto  the  Saviour  flee ; 
The  Spirit  bids  you  welcome  home, 
This  is  the  jubilee. 

7  Come,  ye  redeem'd,  your  tribute  bring, 

With  songs  of  harmony; 
While  on  the  road  to  Canaan  sing, 
This  is  the  jubilee. 

HYMN  48.    (L.  M.) 
Before  Experiences. 

NOW  we  are  met  in  holy  fear, 
To  hear  the  happy  saints  declare, 
The  free  compassion  of  a  God, 
The  virtue  of  a  Saviour's  blood. 
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HYMN  49. 


2  Jesus,  assist  them  now  to  trace 

What  they've  experienced  by  thy  grace  ; 
O  Saviour,  help  them  now  to  show 
The  work  almighty  love  can  do. 

3  While  to  the  church  they  freely  own 
What  for  their  souls  the  Lord  hath  done, 
We'll  join  to  praise  eternal  love, 

And  heighten  all  the  joys  above. 

HYMN  49.    (C.  M.) 

The  Nativity  of  Christ. 
TTTHILE  shepherds  watch'd  their  flocks,  by 


The  angel  of  the  Lord  came  down, 
And  glory  shone  around. 

2  "  Fear  not,"  said  he,  (for  mighty  dread 

Had  seized  their  troubled  mind,) 
"  Glad  tidings  of  great  joy  I  bring 
"  To  you  and  all  mankind  ! 

3  "  To  you,  in  David's  town,  this  day, 

"  Is  born  of  David's  line, 
"  A  Saviour,  who  is  Christ  the  Lord, 
"And  this  shall  be  the  sign: 

4  "  The  heavenly  Babe  you  there  shall  find, 

"  To  human  view  display'd, 
"All  meanly  wrapp'd  in  swathing  bands, 
"And  in  a  manger  laid." 

5  Thus  spake  the  seraph,  and  forthwith 

Appear'd  a  shining  throng 
Of  angels,  praising  God  on  high, 
And  thus  address'd  their  song: 


All  seated  on  the  ground, 


[night, 


HYMN  50. 
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6  "  All  glory  be  to  God  on  high, 
"  And  to  the  earth  be  peace  ; 
"  Good-will,  henceforth,  from  heaven  to  men, 
"Begin,  and  never  cease." 

HYMN  50.  (C.  M.) 
The  Thief  Converted. 

AS  on  the  cross  the  Saviour  hung, 
And  wept,  and  bled,  and  died, 
He  pour'd  salvation  on  a  wretch 
Who  languish'd  at  his  side. 

2  His  crimes,  with  inward  grief  and  shame 

The  penitent  confess'd ; 
Then  turn'd  his  dying  eyes  to  Christ, 
And  thus  his  prayer  address'd  : 

3  "  Jesus,  thou  son  and  heir  of  heaven, 

"  Thou  spotless  Lamb  of  God, 
"I  see  thee  bathed  in  sweat  and  tears, 
"  And  weltering  in  thy  blood. 

4  "  Yet  quickly  from  these  scenes  of  wo, 

"In  triumph  thou  shalt  rise, 
"  Burst  through  the  gloomy  shades  of  death, 
"  And  shine  above  the  skies. 

5  "Amidst  the  glories  of  that  world, 

"Dear  Lord,  remember  me; 
"And  in  the  vict'ries  of  thy  death 
"  Let  me  a  sharer  be." 

6  His  prayer  the  dying  Jesus  heard, 

And  instantly  replies, 
"  To-day  thy  parting  soul  shall  be 
"With  me  in  Paradise." 


44 


HYMN  51,  52. 


HYMN  51.    (C.  M.) 
Believe  and  be  saved. 

NOT  to  condemn  the  sons  of  men, 
Did  Christ,  the  Son  of  God,  appear ; 
No  weapons  in  his  hands  are  seen, 

No  flaming  sword,  nor  thunder  there. 

2  Such  was  the  pity  of  our  God, 

He  loved  the  race  of  man  so  well, 
He  sent  his  Son  to  bear  our  load 

Of  sins,  and  save  our  souls  from  hell. 

3  Sinners,  believe  the  Saviour's  word, 

Trust  in  his  mighty  name  and  live; 
A  thousand  joys  his  lips  afford, 

His  hands  a  thousand  blessings  give. 

4  But  vengeance  and  damnation  lie 

On  rebels  who  refuse  his  grace  ; 
Who  God's  eternal  Son  defy, 

The  hottest  hell  shall  be  their  place. 


HYMN  52.    (C.  M.) 
Glad  tidings. 

GLAD  tidings  to  mankind  are  come, 
O  wretched  sinners  hear  ; 
Good  news  from  Jesus  I  proclaim ; 
The  sinner's  friend  is  near. 

2  Hark!  how  he  calls,  and  calls  for  you, 
O  hear  his  charming  voice  ; 
Bid  all  our  carnal  joys  adieu, 
And  in  his  name  rejoice. 


HYMN  53,  54. 
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3  Cast  all  your  righteousness  away, 

And  come  with  all  your  guilt ; 
Jesus  will  be  your  help  and  stay, 
For  you  his  blood  was  spilt. 

4  If  e'er  you  hope  to  reign  in  heaven, 

And  share  the  joys  above  ; 
Come  now,  and  have  your  sins  forgiven, 
And  taste  redeeming  love. 

HYMN  53.    (C.  M.) 
Free  Grace. 

0 SINNERS,  make  the  Saviour  room, 
And  all  your  cares  remove ; 
To-day  with  boundless  grace  he 's  come, 
And  courts  you  with  his  love. 

2  Free  Grace,  the  Christians  all  declare, 

And  Christ  declares  the  same; 
Free  Grace  we 've  found,  and  you  may  share, 
Fly,  sinners,  to  the  Lamb ! 

3  Eternal  life  is  worth  your  choice, 

Why  will  you  go  to  hell? 
O  hear,  this  day,  the  Saviour's  voice, 
And  in  his  bosom  dwell! 

HYMN  54.    (C.  M.) 
Christ  the  foundation  of  the  Church. 

BEHOLD  the  sure  foundation  stone 
Which  God  in  Zion  lays, 
To  build  our  heavenly  hopes  upon, 
And  his  eternal  praise. 
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HYMN  55. 


2  Chosen  of  God,  to  sinners  dear, 

And  saints  adore  his  name  ; 
They  trust  their  whole  salvation  here, 
Nor  shall  they  suffer  shame. 

3  The  foolish  builders,  scribes  and  priests, 

Reject  it  with  disdain  ; 
Yet  on  this  rock  the  church  shall  rest, 
And  envy's  rage  is  vain. 

4  What  though  the  gates  of  hell  withstand? 

Yet  must  this  building  rise; 
For  'tis  the  work  of  God's  own  hand, 
And  marv'lous  in  our  eyes. 

HYMN  55.    (L.  M.) 
Grace  abounding  to  the  chief  of  sinners. 

AMAZING  sight!  the  Saviour  stands, 
And  knocks  at  every  door  ; 
Ten  thousand  blessings  in  his  hands, 
An  offering  to  the  poor. 

2  «  Behold,"  saith  he,  "  I  bled  and  died 

To  bring  poor  souls  to  rest, 
Hear,  sinners,  while  I'm  passing  by, 
And  be  for  ever  blest. 

3  Not  to  condemn  your  guilty  race, 

Have  I  in  judgment  come  ; 
But  to  display  unbounded  grace, 
And  bring  lost  sinners  home. 

4  May  I  not  save  your  wretched  souls 

From  sin,  from  death,  and  hell? 
Wounded  or  sick,  I'll  make  you  whole, 
And  you  with  me  shall  dwell. 


HYMN  56. 
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5  Say,  will  you  hear  my  gracious  voice, 
And  have  your  sins  forgiven  ? 
Or  will  you  make  a  wretched  choice, 
And  bar  your  souls  from  heaven." 


HYMN  56.  (S.  M.) 
Heavenly  joy  on  earth. 

COME  all  that  love  the  Lord, 
And  let  your  joys  be  known 
Join  in  a  song"  with  sweet  accord, 
And  thus  surround  the  throne. 


2  The  sorrows  of  the  mind 

Be  banish'd  from  the  place: 
Religion  never  was  design'd 
To  make  our  pleasures  less. 

3  The  men  of  grace  have  found 

Glory  begun  below; 
Celestial  fruits  on  earthly  ground, 
From  faith  and  hope  do  grow. 

4  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets, 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields, 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 

5  There  we  shall  see  his  face, 

And  never,  never  sin  ; 
There  from  the  rivers  of  his  grace, 
Drink  endless  pleasures  in. 

6  Then  let  our  songs  abound, 

And  every  tear  be  dry, 
We're  marching  through  Immanuel's  ground, 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 


4? 


HYMN  57,  58. 


HYMN  57.  (C.  M.) 
A  saint  prepared  to  die. 

DEATH  may  dissolve  my  body  now, 
And  bear  my  spirit  home  : 
Why  do  my  minutes  move  so  slow, 
Till  my  Deliverer  come? 

2  With  heavenly  weapons  I  have  fought 

The  battle  of  the  Lord, 
Finish'd  my  course,  and  kept  the  faith — 
I  wait  the  sure  reward. 

3  God  has  laid  up  in  heaven  for  me 

A  crown  which  cannot  fade ; 
The  righteous  Judge,  at  that  great  day, 
Shall  place  it  on  my  head. 

4  Nor  hath  the  King  of  grace  decreed 

This  prize  for  me  alone  ; 
But  all  that  love  and  long  to  see 
Th'  appearance  of  his  Son. 

5  Jesus,  the  Lord,  shall  guard  me  safe 

From  every  ill  design  ; 
And  to  his  heavenly  kingdom  take 
This  feeble  soul  of  mine. 

6  God  is  mine  everlasting  aid, 

And  hell  may  rage  in  vain  ; 
To  him  be  highest  glory  paid 
And  endless  praise.  Amen. 

HYMN  58.    (S.  M.) 
Brotherly  Love. 

BLEST  be  the  tie  that  binds 
Our  hearts  in  heavenly  love ; 


HYMN  59. 


This  fellowship  in  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne 

We  pour  our  ardent  prayers: 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes, 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear  ; 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  When  we  asunder  part, 

It  gives  us  inward  pain  ; 
But  yet  we  still  are  join'd  in  heart, 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 

5  This  glorious  hope  revives 

Our  courage  on  the  way; 
While  each  in  expectation  lives, 
And  longs  to  see  the  day, 

6  When  from  our  toil  and  pain, 

And  sin,  we  shall  be  free, 
And  shall  in  love  and  friendship  reign 
To  all  eternity. 


HYMN  59.    (L.  M.) 

~\  jTY  hope,  my  all,  my  Saviour,  thou, 
1\J_  My  God,  before  whom  nations  bow, 
I  feel  the  bliss  thy  wounds  impart 
I  find  thee,  Saviour,  in  my  heart. 

2  Be  thou  my  strength,  be  thou  my  way 
Protect  me  through  my  life's  short  day; 
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In  all  my  acts  let  mercy  guide, 

And  keep  me,  Saviour,  near  thy  side. 

3  Correct,  reprove,  and  comfort  me, 
As  1  have  need,  my  Saviour  be; 
And  if  I  would  from  thee  depart, 
Then  clasp  me,  Saviour,  to  thy  heart. 

4  In  fierce  temptation's  darkest  hour, 
Save  me  from  sin  and  Satan's  power, 
Tear  every  idol  from  its  throne, 
And  reign,  my  Saviour,  reign  alone. 

5  My  suffering  time  shall  soon  be  o'er, 
Then  shall  I  sigh  and  weep  no  more  ; 
My  ransom'd  soul  shall  soar  away, 
To  sing  thy  praise  in  endless  day. 

HYMN  60.    (L.  M.) 

Glory  and  Grace  in  the  Person  of  Christ. 

OW  to  the  Lord  a  noble  song, 
Awake  my  soul,  awake  my  tongue; 
Hosannas  sing  to  his  great  name, 
And  all  his  boundless  praise  proclaim. 

2  See  where  it  shines  in  Jesus'  face, 
The  brightest  image  of  his  grace; 
God,  in  the  person  of  his  Son, 

Hath  all  his  mightiest  works  outdone. 

3  The  spacious  earth  and  spreading  flood, 
Proclaim  the  wise  and  powerful  God; 
And  his  rich  glories  from  afar 
Sparkle  in  every  rolling  star. 

4  But  in  his  looks  a  glory  stands, 
The  noblest  labour  of  thine  hands ; 


HYMN  61. 


The  pleasing  lustre  of  his  eyes 
Outshines  the  wonders  of  the  skies. 

5  Grace!  'tis  a  sweet,  a  charming1  theme; 
My  thoughts  rejoice  at  Jesus'  name! 
Ye  angels,  dwell  upon  the  sound, 

Ye  heavens,  reflect  it  to  the  ground. 

6  Oh  may  I  live  to  reach  the  place 
Where  he  unveils  his  lovely  face! 
His  heavenly  beauties  there  behold, 
And  sing  his  name  with  harps  of  gold. 


HYMN  61.  (L.  M.) 
Salvation  in  the  Cross. 

HERE,  at  thy  cross,  my  dying  God, 
I  lay  my  soul  beneath  thy  love, 
Beneath  the  droppings  of  thy  blood, 
Jesus!  nor  shall  it  e'er  remove. 

2  Not  all  that  tyrants  think  or  say, 

With  rage  and  lightning  in  their  eyes, 
Nor  hell  shall  fright  my  soul  away, 
Should  hell  with  all  its  legions  rise. 

3  Should  worlds  conspire  to  drive  me  hence, 

Moveless  and  firm  this  heart  should  be  ; 
Resolved,  (for  that 's  my  last  defence,) 
If  I  must  perish,  here  to  die. 

4  But  speak,  my  Lord,  and  calm  my  fear, 

Am  I  not  safe  beneath  its  shade? 
Thy  vengeance  will  not  strike  me  here  ; 
Nor  Satan  dare  my  soul  invade. 
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5  Yes,  I'm  secure  through  Jesus'  blood, 
And  all  my  foes  shall  lose  their  aim ; 
Hosanna  to  my  dying  God; 

And  my  best  honours  to  his  name. 

HYMN  62.    (L.  M.) 

Praise  to  the  Redeemer. 

PLUNGED  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair, 
We  wretched  sinners  lay, 
Without  one  cheerful  beam  of  hope, 
Or  spark  of  glimmering  day. 

2  With  pitying  eyes,  the  Prince  of  grace 

Beheld  our  helpless  grief ; 
He  saw — and  (O  amazing  love!) 
He  came  to  our  relief. 

3  Down  from  the  shining  seats  above, 

With  joyful  haste  he  fled, 
Enter'd  the  grave  in  mortal  flesh, 
And  dwelt  among  the  dead. 

4  O!  for  this  love  let  rocks  and  hills 

Their  lasting  silence  break, 
And  all  harmonious  human  tongues 
The  Saviour's  praises  speak. 

5  Angels,  assert  our  mighty  joys, 

Strike  all  your  harps  of  gold; 
But  when  you  raise  your  highest  notes, 
His  love  can  ne'er  be  told. 

HYMN  63.    (C.  M.) 
Redemption  by  price  and  power. 

JESUS,  with  all  thy  saints  above, 
My  tongue  would  bear  her  part, 


HYMN  64. 


Would  sound  aloud  thy  saving"  love, 
And  sing  their  bleeding1  heart. 

2  Bless'd  be  the  Lamb,  my  dearest  Lord, 

Who  bought  me  with  his  blood, 
And  quench'd  his  Father's  flaming-  sword 
In  his  own  vital  flood. 

3  The  Lamb  that  freed  my  captive  soul 

From  Satan's  heavy  chain, 
And  sent  the  dragon  down  to  howl, 
Where  hell  and  horror  reign. 

4  All  glory  to  the  dying  Lamb, 

And  never  ceasing  praise, 
While  angels  live  to  know  his  name, 
Or  saints  to  feel  his  grace. 


HYMN  64.    (C.  M.) 
Invitation  to  the  Gospel  Feast. 

COME  to  the  glorious  gospel  feast, 
Ho!  every  one  that  will; 
O  come,  ye  starving  souls,  and  taste 
Those  joys  that  none  can  tell. 

2  Arise,  ye  mortals  that  are  sad, 

And  bord'ring  on  despair; 
Lo!  there  is  balm  in  Gilead, 
And  a  Physician  there. 

3  Look  to  the  Saviour's  bleeding  side, 

Behold  the  purple  gore! 
It  was  for  wounded  souls  he  died, 
The  sin-sick  to  restore. 
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4  Behold  him  on  the  shameful  tree, 

With  arms  extended  wide  ; 
For  wretched  sinners  such  as  we, 
The  bleeding  Saviour  died. 

5  'Tis  finish'd,"  said  his  dying  breath, 
Conquer'd  are  death  and  hell; 

That  rebels,  doom'd  to  endless  death, 
May  in  his  bosom  dwell. 

6  Come,  then,  receive  his  grace,  and  tell 

The  wonders  of  his  love; 
Till  we  arrive  with  hirn  to  dwell 
In  the  bright  world  above. 

7  No  sin,  nor  foe  shall  enter  there, 

To  wound  our  peaceful  breast; 
But  boundless  love,  unmingled  joy, 
And  everlasting  rest. 

HYMN  65.    (L.  M.) 

Strong  persuasions  to  accept  of  free  Grace. 

0 SINNERS!  fly  to  Jesus'  arms, 
Enjoy  his  everlasting  charms; 
He  calls  you  to  a  heavenly  feast, 
O  come,  poor  starving  souls,  and  taste! 

2  Say,  will  you  be  for  ever  blest, 
And  with  this  heavenly  Jesus  rest? 
He'll  save  you  from  all  sin  and  pain, 
And  in  full  glory  you  shall  reign. 

3  Say  now  poor  souls,  what  will  you  do? 
Say,  will  you  have  this  Christ  or  no? 
Make  now  the  choice,  and  halt  no  more, 
For  Christ  is  knocking  at  your  door. 


HYMN  66,  67. 
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4  He  waits,  lue  woos,  he 's  loath  to  leave; 
And  will  you  not  his  word  believe? 
Why  will  you  let  your  Saviour  go, 
And  choose  the  road  that  leads  to  wo? 

5  Once  more  I'll  ask  you  in  his  name, 
(I  know  his  love  is  still  the  same,)  . 
Will  you  be  saved  from  endless  wo, 
Say,  will  you  have  this  Christ  or  no? 


The  hope  of  heaven — our  support  under  trials. 

"TTTHEN  I  can  read  my  title  clear 

\  V      To  mansions  in  the  skies, 
I'll  bid  farewell  to  every  fear, 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 

And  hellish  darts  be  hurl'd, 
Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 
And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares,  like  a  wild  deluge,  come, 

And  storms  of  sorrow  fall ; 
May  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all. 

4  There  shall  I  bathe  my  weary  soul, 

In  seas  of  heavenly  rest ; 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 

HYMN  67.    (C.  M.) 
I  will  go  in  unto  the  king.  —  Esther  iv.  16. 
r^OME,  humble  sinners,  in  whose  breast 


HYMN  66.    (C.  M.) 


A  thousand  thoughts  revolve. 
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Come,  with  your  guilt  and  fear  opprest, 
And  make  this  last  resolve. 

2  "  I'll  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 

'With  mountain  weight  restrain  ; 
'  His  courts  I  know,  I'll  enter  in, 
'  While  worlds  oppose  in  vain. 

3  1  Prostrate  I'll  lie  before  his  throne, 

'  And  there  my  guilt  confess; 
'I'll  tell  him  I'm  a  wretch  undone, 
■  Without  his  sovereign  grace. 

4  •I'll  to  the  gracious  King  approach, 

'  Whose  sceptre  pardon  gives; 
'Perhaps  he  may  permit  my  touch, 
'And  then  the  suppliant  lives. 

5  '  Perhaps  he  will  admit  my  plea, 

*  Perhaps  he  '11  hear  my  prayer, 
'  But  if  I  perish,  I  will  pray, 

'  And  perish  only  there. 

6  •  I  can  but  perish  if  I  go  ; 

'  I  am  resolved  to  try ; 
'  For,  if  I  stay  away,  I  know 

*  I  must  for  ever  die. 

7  *  But  if  I  die  with  mercy  sought, 

'  When  I  the  King  have  tried  ; 
'  This  were  to  die — delightful  thought !  — 
'  As  sinner  never  died.' 

HYMN  68.    (C.  M.) 
Holy  Fortitude. — 1  Cor.  xvi.  13. 
A  Mia  soldier  of  the  cross, 


A  follower  of  the  Lamb? 


HYMN  69. 
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And  shall  I  fear  to  own  his  cause — 
Or  blush  to  speak  his  name? 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies, 

On  flow'ry  beds  of  ease, 
While  others  fight  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sail  through  bloody  seas? 

3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face ; 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God? 

4  Sure,  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  reign: 

Increase  my  courage,  Lord  ! 
I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  thy  word. 

5  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war, 

Shall  conquer,  though  they  die  : 
They  see  the  triumph  from  afar, 
And  seize  it  with  their  eyes. 

6  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  armies  shine 
In  robes  of  vict'ry  through  the  skies, 
The  glory  shall  be  thine. 

HYMN  69.    (C.  M.) 
The  last  Judgment^  or  the  Saints  rewarded.-Ps.  ii.  6. 

THE  Lord,  the  Judge,  before  his  throne, 
Bids  the  whole  earth  draw  nigh, 
The  nations  near  the  rising  sun, 
And  near  the  western  sky. 

2  No  more  shall  bold  blasphemers  say 
"  Judgment  will  ne'er  begin," 
5 
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No  more  abuse  his  long  delay, 
To  punish  guilt  and  sin. 

3  Throned  on  a  cloud  our  God  shall  come, 

Bright  flames  prepare  his  way  ; 
Thunder  and  darkness,  fire  and  storm, 
Lead  on  the  dreadful  day. 

4  Heaven  from  above  his  call  shall  hear, 

Attending  angels  come, 
And  earth  and  hell  shall  know  and  fear 
His  justice  and  their  doom. 

5  "But  gather  first  my  saints,"  he  cries, 

"Whose  peace  was  made  with  God, 
"By  the  Redeemer's  sacrifice, 
"Who  seal'd  it  with  his  blood. 

6  "Their  faith  and  works  brought  forth  to  light, 

"  Shall  make  the  world  confess 
"  My  sentence  of  reward  is  right, 
"And  heaven  adore  the  grace." 


HYMN  70.    (C.  M.) 
The  name  of  Jesus  is  always  siveet  to  a  believer. 

HOW  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 
In  a  believer's  ear! 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds, 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 
And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 
'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary  rest. 


HYMN  71. 


3  Dear  name  !  the  rock  on  which  I  bui 

My  shield  and  hiding-place  ; 
My  never  failing  treasury,  fill'd 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 

4  Jesus,  my  shepherd,  husband,  friend, 

My  prophet,  priest  and  king ; 
My  Lord,  my  life,  my  way,  my  end, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

5  Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart, 

And  cold  my  warmest  thought ; 
But  when  I  see  thee  as  thou  art, 
I'll  praise  thee  as  I  ought. 

6  Till  then  I  would  thy  love  proclaim, 

With  every  fleeting  breath  ; 
And  may  the  music  of  thy  name, 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 

HYMN  71.    (C.  M.) 

The  joyful  sound  of  Salvation. 

QALVATION,  O  the  joyful  sound! 
IO  'Tis  pleasure  to  our  ears : 
A  healing  balm  for  every  wound, 
A  cordial  for  our  fears. 

2  Buried  in  sorrow  and  in  sin, 

At  hell's  dark  door  we  lay : 
But  we  arise  by  grace  divine, 
To  see  a  heavenly  day. 

3  Salvation  !  let  the  echo  fly 

The  spacious  earth  around, 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 
Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 
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4  Salvation!  O  thou  bleeding1  Lamb ! 
To  thee  the  praise  belongs, 
Salvation,  shall  inspire  our  hearts, 
And  dwell  upon  our  tongues. 

HYMN  72.    (C.  M.) 

The  blessedness  of  those  who  hear  and  know  the 
Gospel. — See  Psalm  lxxxix. 

BLEST  are  the  souls  that  hear  and  know 
The  gospel's  joyful  sound; 
Peace  shall  attend  the  paths  they  go, 
And  light  their  steps  surround. 

2  Their  joy  shall  bear  their  spirits  up, 

Through  their  Redeemer's  name ; 
His  righteousness  exalts  their  hope, 
Nor  Satan  dares  condemn. 

3  The  Lord,  our  glory  and  defence, 

Strength  and  salvation  gives  ; 
Israel,  thy  King  for  ever  reigns, 
Thy  God  for  ever  lives. 

HYMN  73.    (C.  M.) 
The  young  Convert. 

HARK  !  to  the  sound  that  breathes  around, 
(My  soul  delights  to  hear;) 
Of  dying  love,  that's  from  above, 
And  pardon  bought  so  dear. 

2  God's  ministers,  like  flaming  fires, 
Are  passing  through  the  land, 
The  voice  is,  "hear,  repent  and  fear, 
"  King  Jesus  is  at  hand  !" 


HYMN  74. 
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3  God's  chariots  they  no  longer  stay, 

But  haste  to  spread  the  truth, 
The  saints  in  prayer,  cry,  "Lord  draw  near, 
Have  mercy  on  the  youth  !" 

4  Young  converts  sing,  and  praise  their  King 

And  bless  God's  holy  name ; 
While  older  saints,  true  penitents, 
Rejoice  to  join  the  theme. 

5  Lord,  grant  a  shower  of  saving  power, 

On  every  contrite  heart ; 
And  O,  may  they  succeed,  who  pray 
In  thee  to  have  a  part. 

6  Come  age,  come  youth,  embrace  the  truth, 

Agree  with  one  accord; 
Come,  join  the  song,  both  old  and  young, 
In  praise  of  Christ  the  Lord. 

HYMN  74.    (L.  M.) 
The  Prince  of  peace  and  only  physician  of  souls. 

JESUS,  thy  gospel  armour  gird, 
To  spread  abroad  thy  gracious  fame, 
Ride  in  the  chariot  of  thy  word, 

And  teach  the  dying  world  thy  name. 

2  Triumph  in  mercy  through  our  land, 

And  cause  the  poor  dry  bones  to  move  ; 
Display  thy  power,  make  bare  thine  hand, 
And  teach  poor  dying  souls  thy  love. 

3  Some  are  immersed  in  shades  of  night, 

And  some  involved  in  deep  distress — 
O  send  thy  rays  of  sacred  light, 
And  every  mourning  sinner  bless. 
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4  Some  are  deaf,  and  some  are  blind, 

And  some  are  wounded  with  their  sins; 
They  mourn  and  rave  some  help  to  find, 
Yet  do  but  more  increase  their  pains. 

5  Some  are  here  who  feel  their  chains  ; 

And  others,  senseless  of  their  wo ; 
Some  captive  souls,  where  Satan  reigns, 
Are  lost,  and  know  not  where  to  go. 

6  Some  much  in  debt,  with  nought  to  pay, 

Condemn'd,  and  into  prison  cast, 
And  wallowing  in  their  filth  they  lay, 
All  hopes  and  helps  but  thine  are  lost. 

7  Some  too  who  mourn  a  stupid  mind, 

Some  that  are  lame,  some  that  are  dead, 
Some  sick,  who  can  no  comfort  find, 
While  others  beg  for  gospel  bread. 

HYMN  75.    (C.  M.) 

For  the  Lord's  day  morning  when  the  brethren  meet 
early. — See  Psalm  Ixiii. 

EARLY,  my  God,  without  delay, 
I  haste  to  seek  thy  face; 
My  thirsty  spirit  faints  away, 
Without  thy  cheering  grace. 

2  So  pilgrims,  on  the  trackless  waste, 

Long  for  the  shades  that  give 
Repose  to  the  weary,  long  to  taste 
The  stream,  to  drink  and  live. 

3  I've  seen  thy  glory  and  thy  power, 

Through  all  thy  temple  shine ; 
My  God,  repeat  that  heavenly  hour, 
That  vision  so  divine. 


HYMN  76. 


4  Not  all  the  blessings  of  a  feast, 
Can  please  my  soul  so  well, 
As  when  thy  richer  grace  I  taste, 
And  in  thy  presence  dwell. 

HYMN  76.    (S.  M.) 
To  be  sung  at  meeting  after  long  absence  fr 
each  other. 

AND  are  we  yet  alive, 
To  see  each  other's  face? 
Glory  and  praise  to  Jesus  give, 
For  his  redeeming  grace! 

2  Preserved  by  power  divine, 

To  feel  salvation  here, 
Again  in  Jesus'  praise  we  join, 
And  in  his  sight  appear. 

3  What  troubles  have  we  seen ! 

What  conflicts  have  we  past ; 
Fightings  without,  and  fears  within, 
Since  we  assembled  last. 

4  But  out  of  all  the  Lord 

Has  brought  us  by  his  love  ; 
And  still  he  doth  his  help  afford, 
And  hide  our  faults  above. 

5  Then  let  us  make  our  boast 

Of  his  redeeming  power, 
Which  saves  us  to  the  uttermost 
In  every  trying  hour. 

6  Let  us  take  up  our  cross, 

Till  we  the  crown  obtain, 
And  gladly  reckon  all  things  loss, 
So  we  but  Jesus  gain. 
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HYMN  77.    (C.  M.) 

The  robe  of  Righteousness,  and  Garments  of 
Salvation. 

AWAKE,  my  heart,  my  soul  arise, 
Prepare  a  tuneful  voice; 
In  God,  the  life  of  all  my  joys, 
Aloud  will  I  rejoice. 

2  'Twas  he  adorn'd  my  naked  soul, 

And  made  salvation  mine  ; 
Upon  a  poor  polluted  worm 
He  made  his  graces  shine. 

3  And  lest  the  shadow  of  a  spot, 

Should  on  my  soul  be  found; 
He  took  the  robe  the  Saviour  wrought, 
And  cast  it  all  around. 

4  How  far  the  heavenly  robe  exceeds, 

What  earthly  princes  wear ! 
These  ornaments,  how  bright  they  shine  ! 
How  white  the  garments  are  ! 

5  The  spirit  wrought  my  faith  and  love, 

And  hope,  and  every  grace ; 
But  Jesus  spent  his  life  to  work 
The  robe  of  righteousness. 

6  Strangely,  my  soul,  art  thou  array'd, 

By  the  great  sacred  Three ; 
In  sweetest  harmony  of  praise, 
Let  all  thy  powers  agree. 

HYMN  78.    (C.  M.) 
Breathing  after  the  Holy  Spirit. 

COME,  Holy  Spirit,  Heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quick'ning  powers, 


HYMN  79. 
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Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 
In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours.  *• 

2  Look  how  we  grovel  here  below, 

Fond  of  these  trifling  toys: 
Our  souls  can  neither  fly,  nor  go, 
To  reach  eternal  joys. 

3  In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs, 

In  vain  we  strive  to  rise ; 
Hosannas  languish  on  our  tongues, 
And  our  devotion  dies. 

4  Dear  Lord  !  and  shall  we  ever  live 

At  this  poor  dying  rate  ! 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  thee, 
Whose  mercies  are  so  great? 

5  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quick'ning  powers, 
Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

HYMN  79.    (C.  M.) 
God's  Eternity. 

RISE,  rise,  my  soul,  and  leave  the  ground, 
Stretch  all  thy  thoughts  abroad, 
And  rouse  up  every  tuneful  sound, 
To  praise  th*  eternal  God. 

2  Long  ere  the  lofty  skies  were  spread, 

Jehovah  fill'd  his  throne  ; 
Ere  men  were  form'd  or  angels  made, 
The  Maker  lived  alone. 

3  His  boundless  years  can  ne'er  decrease — 

But  still  maintain  their  prime ; 
Eternity's  his  dwelling  place,  • 
And  ever  is  his  time. 
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4  While  like  a  tide  our  minutes  flow, 

The  present  and  the  past ; 
He  fills  his  own  eternal  now, 
And  sees  our  ages  waste. 

5  The  sea  and  sky  must  perish  too, 

And  vast  destruction  come  ; 
The  creatures — look!  how  old  they  grow, 
And  wait  their  fiery  doom. 

6  Well,  let  the  sea  shrink  all  away, 

And  flames  melt  down  the  skies, 
My  God  shall  live  an  endless  day, 
When  old  creation  dies. 

HYMN  80.    (L.  M.) 

Men  are  mortal,  but  hope  for  a  glorious  Resurrection. 

REMEMBER,  Lord,  our  mortal  state, 
How  frail  our  life,  how  short  our  date  ! 
Where  is  the  man  that  draws  his  breath 
Safe  from  disease,  secure  from  death  ? 

2  Lord,  while  we  see  whole  nations  die, 
Our  flesh  and  sense  repine  and  cry: — 
*:  Must  death  for  ever  rage  and  reign? 
"  Or  hast  thou  made  mankind  in  vain  ? 

3  "  Where  is  thy  promise  to  the  just? 

"  Are  not  thy  servants  turn'd  to  dust  ?" 
But  faith  forbids  those  mournful  sighs, 
And  sees  the  sleeping  dust  arise. 

4  That  glorious  hour,  that  heavenly  day 
Wipes  the  reproach  of  saints  away  ; 
And  clears  the  honours  of  thy  word  ; 
Awake,  our  souls,  and  bless  the  Lord! 


HYMN  81. 


HYMN  81.    (C.  M.) 
Religion,  the  one  thing  needful. 

RELIGION  is  the  chief  concern 
Of  mortals  here  below  ; 
May  I  its  great  importance  learn, 
Its  sovereign  virtue  know  ! 

2  More  needful  this  than  glitt'ring  wealth, 

Or  aught  the  world  bestows  ; 
Not  reputation,  food,  or  health, 
Can  give  us  such  repose. 

3  Religion  should  our  thoughts  engage 

Amidst  our  youthful  bloom; 
'Twill  fit  us  for  declining  age, 
AikI  for  the  awful  tomb. 

4  O  may  my  heart,  by  grace  renew'd, 

Be  my  Redeemer's  throne, 
And  be  my  stubborn  will  subdued, 
His  government  to  own ! 

5  Let  deep  repentance,  faith,  and  love 

Be  join'd  with  godly  fear; 
And  all  my  conversation  prove 
My  heart  to  be  sincere. 

6  Preserve  me  from  the  snares  of  sin, 

Through  my  remaining  days  ; 
And  in  me  let  each  virtue  shine, 
To  my  Redeemer's  praise. 

7  Let  lively  hope  my  soul  inspire  ; 

Let  warm  affections  rise ; 
And  may  I  wait  with  strong  desire, 
To  mount  above  the  skies. 
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HYMN  82.    (C.  M.) 
My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee. — 2  Cor.  xii.  9. 

KIND  are  the  words  that  Jesus  speaks, 
To  cheer  the  drooping  saint: 
"  My  grace  sufficient  is  for  thee, 
"  Though  thou  art  weak  and  faint. 

2  "  My  grace  its  riches  shall  display, 

"  And  make  thy  griefs  remove  ; 
"Thy  weakness  shall  the  triumphs  tell 
"  Of  boundless  power  and  love." 

3  What  though  my  griefs  are  not  removed, 

Yet  why  should  I  despair? 
While  my  kind  Saviour's  arms  support, 
I  can  the  burthen  bear. 

4  Jesus,  my  Saviour  and  my  Lord, 

'Tis  good  to  trust  thy  name  : 
Thy  power,  thy  faithfulness,  and  love, 
Will  ever  be  the  same. 

5  Weak  as  I  am,  yet  through  thy  grace 

I  all  things  can  perform  ; 
And  smiling,  triumph  in  thy  name, 
Amid  the  raging  storm. 


HYMN  83.    (L.  M.) 
Met  for  Worship. 

FAR  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world  be  gone, 
Let  my  religious  hours  alone ; 
Fain  would  my  eyes  my  Saviour  see, 
I  wait  a  visit,  Lord,  from  thee ! 


HYMN  84. 
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2  My  heart  grows  warm  with  holy  fire, 
And  kindles  with  a  pure  desire: 
Come,  my  dear  Jesus,  from  above, 
And  feed  my  soul  with  heavenly  love. 

3  The  trees  of  life  immortal  stand 

In  blooming  rows  at  thy  right  hand; 
And  in  sweet  murmurs  by  thy  side, 
Rivers  of  bliss  perpetual  glide. 

4  Haste  then,  but  with  a  smiling  face, 
And  spread  the  table  of  thy  grace ; 
Bring  down  a  taste  of  truth  divine, 
And  cheer  our  souls  with  sacred  wine. 

5  Bless'd  Jesus,  what  delicious  fare! 
How  sweet  thy  entertainments  are! 
Never  did  angels  taste  above, 
Redeeming  grace  and  dying  love. 

6  Hail!  great  Immanuel,  all  divine! 
In  thee  thy  Father's  glories  shine: 
Thou  brightest,  sweetest,  fairest  one, 
That  eyes  have  seen,  or  angels  known. 

HYMN  84.    (L.  M.) 

Praise  offered  to  God  for  his  abounding  goodness. 
See  Psalm  ciii. 

BLESS,  O  my  soul,  the  living  God, 
Call  home  thy  thoughts  which  rove  abroad, 
Let  all  the  powers  within  me  join 
In  work  and  worship  so  divine. 

2  Bless,  O  my  soul,  the  God  of  grace; 

His  favours  claim  thy  highest  praise  ; 
*   Why  should  the  wonders  he  hath  wrought, 

Be  lost  in  silence  and  forgot? 
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3  'Twas  he,  my  soul,  who  sent  his  Son 
To  die  for  crimes  which  thou  hast  done; 
He  owns  the  ransom,  and  forgives 

The  hourly  follies  of  our  lives. 

4  The  vices  of  the  mind  he  heals, 
And  cures  the  pains  that  nature  feels, 
Redeems  the  soul  from  hell,  and  saves 
Our  wasting  lives  from  threat'ning  graves. 

5  Our  youth  decay'd  his  power  repairs, 
His  mercy  crowns  our  growing  years ; 
He  satisfies  our  mouths  with  good, 
And  fills  our  hopes  with  heavenly  food. 

6  He  sees  th'  oppressor  and  th'  opprest, 
And  often  gives  the  sufferers  rest: 
But  will  his  justice  more  display 

In  the  last  great  rewarding  day. 

7  [His  power  he  show'd  by  Moses'  hands, 
And  gave  to  Israel  his  commands  ; 

But  sent  his  truth  and  mercy  down 
To  all  the  nations  by  his  Son. 

8  Let  the  whole  earth  his  power  confess ; 
Let  the  whole  earth  adore  his  grace  ; 
The  Gentile  with  the  Jew  shall  join, 

In  work  and  worship  so  divine.] 

HYMN  85.    (S.  M.) 

Communion  of  Saints  or  love  in  Family  Worship. 
See  Psalm  cxxxiii. 

BLEST  are  the  sons  of  peace, 
Whose  hearts  and  hopes  are  one, 
Whose  kind  designs  to  serve  and  please 
Through  all  their  actions  run. 


HYMN  86. 


2  Blest  is  the  pious  house, 

Where  zeal  and  friendship  meet ; 
Their  songs  of  praise,  their  mingled  vows 
Make  their  communion  sweet. 

3  Thus,  when  on  Aaron's  head 

They  pour'd  the  rich  perfume, 
The  oil  through  all  his  raiment  spread, 
And  pleasure  fill'd  the  room. 

4  Thus  on  the  heavenly  hills, 

The  saints  are  blest  above, 
Where  joy,  like  morning  dew,  distills, 
And  all  the  air  is  love. 

HYMN  86.    (C.  M.) 
Zeal  and  Fortitude. 

DO  I  believe  what  Jesus  saith, 
And  think  the  Gospel  true? 
Lord,  make  me  bold  to  own  my  faith, 
And  practise  virtue  too. 

2  Suppress  my  shame,  subdue  my  fear, 

Arm  me  with  heavenly  zeal, 
That  I  may  glorify  thee  here, 
And  works  of  praise  fulfil. 

3  If  men  should  see  my  virtue  shine, 

And  spread  my  name  abroad, 
Thine  is  the  power,  the  praise  is  thine, 
My  Saviour  and  my  God. 

4  Thus,  when  the  saints  in  glory  meet, 

Their  lips  proclaim  his  grace; 
They  cast  their  honours  at  his  feet, 
And  own  their  borrow'd  rays. 
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HYMN  87.    (S.  M.) 
Christ  our  Wisdom  and  Righteousness. 

HOW  heavy  is  the  night, 
That  hang-s  upon  our  eyes, 
'Till  Christ  with  his  reviving  light 
Over  our  souls  arise! 

2  Our  guilty  spirits  dread 

To  meet  the  wrath  of  heaven; 
But  in  his  righteousness  array'd, 
We  see  our  sins  forgiven. 

3  Unholy  and  impure, 

Are  all  our  thoughts  and  ways; 
His  hands  infected  nature  cure 
With  sanctifying  grace. 

4  The  powers  of  hell  agree 

To  hold  our  souls  in  vain; 
He  sets  the  sons  of  bondage  free, 
And  breaks  their  cursed  chain. 

5  Lord,  we  adore  thy  ways 

To  bring  us  home  to  God  ; 
Thy  saving  power,  thy  healing  grace, 
And  thine  atoning  blood. 

HYMN  88.  (CM.) 

JESUS,  thou  art  the  sinner's  friend; 
As  such  I  look  to  thee ; 
Now  in  the  bowels  of  thy  love, 
O  Lord,  remember  me. 

2  Remember  thy  pure  word  of  grace  ; 
Remember  Calvary  ; 
Remember  all  thy  dying  groans, 
And  then  remember  me. 


HYMN  89. 
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3  Thou  wond'rous  advocate  with  God, 

I  yield  myself  to  thee; 
While  thou  art  sitting  on  thy  throne, 
Dear  Lord,  remember  me. 

4  I  own  I'm  guilty,  own  I'm  vile, 

Yet  thy  salvation 's  free  ; 
Then  in  thy  all-abounding  grace, 
Dear  Lord,  remember  me. 

5  Howe'er  forsaken  or  distress'd, 

Howe'er  oppress'd  I  be, 
Howe'er  afflicted  here  on  earth, 
Do  thou  remember  me. 

6  And  when  I  close  my  eyes  in  death, 

And  creature-helps  all  flee  ; 
Then,  O  my  dear  Redeemer,  God, 
I  pray  remember  me. 

HYMN  89.    (C.  M.) 

From  the  Episcopal  Recorder. — Is  God  my  friend? 

IS  God  my  friend?  then  welcome  death. 
How  sweet  the  thought  appears, 
That  when  I  breathe  my  parting  sigh, 
He'll  calm  my  rising  fears. 

2  Is  God  my  friend?  then  welcome  life, 

And  all  its  trying  cares; 
His  wisdom  chooses  all  for  me, 
And  numbers  all  my  years. 

3  Is  God  my  friend?  then  why  should  I 

Distrust  his  tender  care? 
He  will  provide  when  earthly  friends 
Shall  falsely  disappear. 

6 
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4  Is  God  my  friend }  thrice  welcome,  then, 

Affliction,  pain,  and  care, 
Sweet  tokens  of  a  Father's  love, 
Which  with  his  Son  I  share. 

5  Is  God  my  friend?  then  "all  is  mine," 

The  world,  and  life,  and  death; 
E'en  Christ  the  Lord  and  heaven  are  mine, 
And  all  the  gospel's  wealth. 

6  Is  God  my  friend?  then  sin  in  vain 

Shall  lure  my  feet  aside, 
For  he  is  stronger  than  my  foes, 
And  he  will  be  my  guide. 

7  My  guide  through  all  the  stormy  paths 

Which  Christian  pilgrims  tread  ; 
My  life,  my  all,  when  this  frail  form 
Is  number'd  with  the  dead. 

8  How  bless'd,  to  have  a  friend  in  heaven 

Who  intercedes  for  me, 
That  where  my  dearest  treasure  is, 
I  soon  may  hope  to  be. 

HYMN  90.   (L.  M.) 
The  Beatitude.— Matt.  v.  2-12. 

BLEST  are  the  humble  souls  that  see 
Their  emptiness  and  poverty; 
Treasures  of  grace  to  them  are  given, 
And  crowns  of  joy  laid  up  in  heaven. 

2  Bless'd  are  the  men  of  broken  heart, 
Who  mourn  for  sin  with  inward  smart  j 
The  blood  of  Christ  divinely  flows, 
A  healing  balm  for  all  their  woes. 


HYMN  91. 
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3  Bless'd  are  the  meek,  who  stand  afar 
From  rage  and  passion,  noise  and  war; 
God  will  secure  their  happy  state, 

And  plead  their  cause  against  the  great. 

4  Bless'd  are  the  souls  who  thirst  for  grace, 
Hunger  and  long  for  righteousness; 
They  shall  be  well  supplied,  and  fed 
With  living  streams  and  living  bread. 

5  Bless'd  are  the  men  whose  bowels  move 
And  melt  with  sympathy  and  love ; 
From  Christ  the  Lord  shall  they  obtain 
Like  sympathy  and  love  again. 

6  Bless'd  are  the  pure,  whose  hearts  are  clean 
From  the  defiling  power  of  sin  ; 

With  endless  pleasure  they  shall  see 
A  God  of  spotless  purity. 

7  Biess'd  are  the  men  of  peaceful  life, 
Who  quench  the  coals  of  growing  strife ; 
They  shall  be  called  the  heirs  of  bliss, 
The  sons  of  God,  the  God  of  peace. 

8  Bless'd  are  the  sufF'rers  who  partake 
Of  pain  and  shame  for  Jesus'  sake ; 
Their  souls  shall  triump  in  the  Lord, 
Glory  and  joy  are  their  reward. 

HYMN  91.    (S.  M.) 
God's  presence  is  Heaven  to  the  Believer. 

MY  God,  my  life,  my  love, 
To  thee,  to  thee  I  call ; 
I  cannot  live  if  thou  remove, 
For  thou  art  all  in  all. 
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2  Thy  shining  grace  can  cheer 

This  dungeon  where  I  dwell ; 
*Tis  paradise  if  thou  art  here, 
If  thou  depart,  'tis  hell. 

3  The  smilings  of  thy  face 

How  amiable  they  are! 
'Tis  heaven  to  rest  in  thine  embrace, 
And  no  where  else  but  there. 

4  To  thee,  and  thee  alone, 

The  angels  owe  their  bliss, 
They  sit  around  thy  gracious  throne, 
And  dwell  where  Jesus  is. 

5  Not  all  the  harps  above, 

Could  make  a  heavenly  place, 
If  God  his  residence  remove, 
Or  but  conceal  his  face. 

6  Nor  earth,  nor  all  the  sky, 

Can  one  delight  afford  ; 
No,  not  one  drop  of  real  joy 
Without  thy  presence,  Lord. 

7  Thou  art  the  sea  of  love, 

Where  all  my  pleasures  roll, 
The  circle  where  my  passions  move, 
The  centre  of  my  soul. 

8  To  thee  I  daily  fly 

By  prayer,  with  warm  desire, 
And  yet  how  far  from  thee  I  lie, 
Dear  Jesus,  raise  me  higher. 


HYMN  92. 
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HYMN  92.    (C.  M.) 

The  law  of  thy  mouth  is  better  unto  me  than  thou- 
sands of  gold  and  silver. — Psalm  cxix.  72. 

FATHER  of  mercies,  in  thy  word 
What  endless  glory  shines  ! 
For  ever  be  thy  name  adored 
For  these  celestial  lines. 

2  Here  may  the  wretched  sons  of  want 

Exhaustless  riches  find, 
Riches,  above  what  earth  can  grant, 
And  lasting1  as  the  mind. 

3  Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows, 

And  yields  a  free  repast, 
Sublimer  sweets  than  nature  knows, 
Invite  the  longing  taste. 

4  Here  the  Redeemer's  welcome  voice 

Spreads  heavenly  peace  around; 
And  life  and  everlasting  joys 
Attend  the  blissful  sound. 

5  0  may  these  heavenly  pages  be 

My  ever  dear  delight ; 
And  still  new  beauties  may  I  see, 
And  still  increasing  light. 

6  Divine  Instructor,  gracious  Lord, 

Be  thou  for  ever  near; 
Teach  me  to  love  thy  sacred  word, 
And  view  my  Saviour  there. 

HYMN  93.    (L.  M.) 

The  awakened  sinner  lamenting  the  hardness  of 
his  heart. 

OFOR  a  glance  of  heavenly  day, 
To  take  my  heart  of  stone  away, 
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And  thaw,  with  beams  of  love  divine, 
This  heart,  this  frozen  heart  of  mine. 

2  The  rocks  can  rend,  the  earth  can  quake, 
The  seas  can  roar,  the  mountains  shake; 
Of  feelmg  all  thing's  show  some  sign, 
But  this  unfeeling  heart  of  mine. 

3  To  hear  the  sorrows  thou  hast  felt, 
Dear  Lord,  an  adamant  would  melt; 
But  I  can  read  each  moving  line, 
And  nothing  moves  this  heart  of  mine. 

4  Thy  judgment,  too,  unmoved  I  hear, 
(Amazing  thought!)  which  devils  fear, 
Goodness  and  wrath  in  vain  combine 
To  stir  this  stupid  heart  of  mine. 

5  But  something  yet  can  do  the  deed; 
And  that  dear  something  much  I  need ; 
Thy  spirit  can  from  dross  refine, 

And  move  and  melt  this  heart  of  mine. 

6  Thus  saith  the  Lord:  "  My  voice  obey, 
"  I'll  take  thy  heart  of  stone  away, 

"  Thy  mourning  soul  with  grace  refresh, 
«'  And  give  thee  a  new  heart  of  flesh." 

HYMN  94.    (C.  M.) 
Amazing  Grace. 

AMAZING  grace!  how  sweet  the  sound, 
That  saved  a  wretch  like  me! 
I  once  was  lost,  but  now  I'm  found, 
Was  blind,  but  now  I  see! 

2  When  press'd  with  unbelief  and  fear, 
'Twas  grace  my  soul  relieved; 


HYMN  95. 


ft 


How  glorious  did  that  grace  appear, 
The  hour  I  first  believed! 

3  "Grace,  grace!  free  grace!"  my  soul  exclaim'd, 

"  Enough  for  all  mankind;" 
"Whoever  will,"  my  tongue  proclaim'd, 
"  May  share  the  grace  divine." 

4  Through  many  dangers,  toils  and  snares, 

1  have  already  come; 
'Tis  grace  that  brought  me  safe  thus  far, 
And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 

5  And  when  this  heart  and  flesh  shall  fail, 

And  mortal  life  shall  cease, 
1  shall  possess  within  the  vail, 
A  life  of  joy  and  peace. 

HYMN  95.    (C.  M.) 

Made  and  sung  at  the  close  of  a  sermon. 
John  viii.  36. 

THE  Son  of  God,  ye  sinners  see, 
He  now  begins  to  plead, 
And  if  the  Son  shall  make  you  free, 
Ye  shall  be  free  indeed. 

2  Although  the  law  against  you  be, 

And  justice  dooms  your  deed; 
Yet,  if  the  Son  shall  make  you  free, 
Ye  shall  be  free  indeed. 

3  Though  sin  and  hell  should  both  agree, 

Pursuing  you  with  speed; 
Still,  if  the  Son  shall  make  you  free, 
Ye  shall  be  free  indeed. 
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4  In  vain  you  strive  the  grave  to  flee, 

Worms  on  your  flesh  will  feed; 
But  if  the  Son  shall  make  you  free, 
Ye  shall  be  free  indeed. 

5  Sinners,  to  Jesus  quickly  flee, 

And  for  salvation  plead  ; 
For  Christ  the  Son  can  make  you  free, 
Can  make  you  free  indeed. 

6  Come,  sit  and  weep  beneath  the  tree, 

And  see  the  Saviour  bleed  ; 
For  there  the  Son  makes  sinners  free, 
And  they  are  free  indeed. 

7  In  death,  Lord,  I  will  come  to  thee, 

My  help  in  time  of  need; 
My  Saviour,  God,  then  set  me  free, 
O  make  me  free  indeed. 

8  When  from  thy  face  the  heavens  shall  flee, 

And  judgment  shall  proceed ; 
Thou  Son  and  Saviour  make  me  free, 
For  ever  free  indeed. 


HYMN  96.    (C.  M.) 
Lamentation  on  account  of  Fire. 

ETERNAL  God !  our  humbled  souls 
Low  in  thy  presence  bow; 
With  all  thy  magazines  of  wrath 
How  terrible  art  thou ! 

2  Fann'd  by  thy  breath,  huge  sheets  of  flame 
Do  like  a  deluge  pour, 
And  all  our  confidence  of  wealth 
Lies  moulder'd  in  an  hour. 


HYMN  97. 


3  Led  on  by  thee,  in  horrid  pomp, 

Destruction  rears  its  head, 
And  blacken'd  walls,  and  smoking1  heaps 
Through  all  our  streets  are  spread. 

4  Deep  in  our  dust,  we  lay  us  down, 

And  mourn  thy  righteous  ire, 
Yet  bless  that  hand  of  guardian  love, 
Which  snatch'd  us  from  the  fire. 

5  O,  that  the  hateful  dregs  of  sin, 

Like  dross,  had  perish'd  there, 
That,  in  fair  lines,  our  purer  souls 
Might  thy  bright  image  bear: 

6  That  we  might  view,  with  dauntless  eyes, 

That  last  tremendous  day, 
When  earth,  and  seas,  and  stars,  and  skies, 
In  flames  shall  melt  away. 


HYMN  97.    (C.  M.) 

What  is  Prayer? 

PRAYER  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire, 
Utter'd  or  unexpress'd; 
The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire, 
That  trembles  in  the  breast. 


2  Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh, 

The  falling  of  a  tear, 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye, 
When  none  but  God  is  near. 

3  Prayer  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech, 

That  any  lips  can  try; 
Prayer,  the  sublimest  strains  that  reach 
The  Majesty  on  high. 
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4  Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 

The  Christian's  native  air, 
His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death, 
He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 

< 

5  Prayer  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice, 

Returning  from  his  ways, 
While  angels  in  their  songs  rejoice, 
And  say,  "  Behold,  he  prays!" 

6  The  saints  in  prayer  appear  as  one, 

In  word,  and  deed,  and  mind, 
When  with  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
Their  fellowship  they  find. 

7  Nor  prayer  is  made  on  earth  alone — 

The  Holy  Spirit  pleads  ; 
And  Jesus  on  th'  eternal  throne 
For  sinners  intercedes. 

8  O  thou,  by  whom  we  come  to  God, 

The  life,  the  truth  the  way, 
The  path  of  prayer  thyself  hath  trod, 
"Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray." 

HYMN  98.    (C.  M.) 
Preaching  the  Gospel  free. 

I HEAR  the  Gospel's  joyful  sound, 
An  organ  I  shall  be, 
To  sound  aloud  redeeming  love, 
And  sinners'  misery. 

2  My  honour'd  parents,  fare  you  well, 
My  Jesus  doth  me  call; 
I  leave  you  here  with  God,  until 
I  meet  you  once  for  all. 


HYMN  99. 


3  My  dear  connexions  I'll  forsake, 

My  parents  and  their  house, 
And  to  the  wilderness  betake, 
To  pay  the  Lord  my  vows. 

4  I'll  leave  the  joy  that  art  can  yield, 

Or  nature  can  afford, 
And  wear  the  shield  into  the  field, 
To  wait  upon  the  Lord. 

5  Then  through  the  wilderness  I'll  run, 

Preaching  the  gospel  free  ; 
O  be  not  anxious  for  your  son, 
The  Lord  will  comfort  me. 

6  And  if,  through  preaching,  I  should  gain 

True  subjects  to  my  Lord, 
'Twill  more  than  recompense  my  pain, 
To  see  them  love  his  word. 

7  My  soul  doth  wish  Mount  Zion  well, 

Whate'er  becomes  of  me  ; 
There  my  best  friends  and  kindred  dwell, 
And  there  I  long  to  be. 


Angel's  Song.}  HYMN  99.  (L.  M.) 
npHOU  man  of  grief,  remember  me, 


Thy  last  mysterious  agony, 

Thy  fainting  pangs  and  bloody  sweat. 

2  When  wrestling  in  the  strength  of  prayer, 
Thy  spirit  sunk  beneath  its  load, 
Thy  feeble  flesh  abhorr'd  to  bear 
The  wrath  of  an  Almighly  God. 


Who  never  canst  thyself  forget, 
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3  Father,  if  I  may  call  thee  so, 

Regard  my  fearful  heart's  desire  ; 
Remove  this  load  of  guilty  wo, 
Nor  let  me  in  my  sins  expire. 

4  I  tremble,  lest  the  wrath  divine, 

Which  bruises  now  my  wretched  soul, 
Should  bruise  this  wretched  soul  of  mine, 
Long  as  eternal  ages  roll. 

5  To  thee  my  last  distress  I  bring, 

The  heighten'd  fear  of  death  I  find ; 
The  tyrant,  brandishing  his  sting, 
Appears,  and  hell  is  close  behind. 

6  I  deprecate  that  death  ulone, 

That  endless  banishment  from  thee: 
O  save,  and  give  me  to  thy  Son, 

Who  trembled,  wept,  and  bled  for  me! 


Wells.]        HYMN  100.    (L.  M.) 

LORD  Jesus,  when,  when  shall  it  be, 
That  I  no  more  shall  break  with  thee? 
When  will  this  war  of  passions  cease, 
And  my  free  soul  enjoy  thy  peace? 

2  Here  I  repent,  and  sin  again, 
Now  I  revive,  and  now  am  slain, 
Slain  with  the  same  unhappy  dart, 
Which  oh!  too  often  wounds  my  heart. 

3  O  Saviour,  when,  when  shall  1  be 
A  garden  seal'd  to  all  but  thee? 

No  more  exposed,  no  more  undone, 
But  live  and  grow  to  thee  alone? 


HYMN  101. 


4  Guide  thou,  O  Lord,  guide  thou  my  course, 
And  draw  me  on  with  thy  sweet  force ; 
Still  make  me  walk,  still  make  me  tend 
By  thee  my  way,  to  thee  my  end. 


Abridge.]      HYMN  101.    (C.  M.) 
/  10ME  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 


Bring  back  the  heavenly  blessing-,  lost 
By  sinners,  lost  by  me. 

2  Thy  favour  and  thy  nature  too, 

To  me,  to  all  restore  ; 
Teach  me  my  duty  to  pursue, 
And  keep  me  evermore. 

3  Eternal  sun  of  righteousness, 

Display  thy  beams  divine, 
And  cause  the  glories  of  thy  face 
Upon  my  heart  to  shine. 

4  Light  in  thy  light,  O  may  I  see, 

Thy  grace  and  mercy  prove! 
Revived,  and  cheer'd,  and  blest  by  thee, 
The  God  of  pard'ning  love. 

5  Lift  up  thy  countenance  serene, 

And  let  thy  happy  child 
Behold,  without  a  cloud  between, 
The  Godhead  reconciled. 

6  That  all-composing  peace  bestow 

On  me  through  grace  forgiven, 
The  joys  of  holiness  below, 
And  then  the  joys  of  heaven! 


One  God,  in  persons  three, 


so 


HYMN  102,  103. 


New  Sabbath.]  HYMN  102.  (L.  M.) 

COME,  Saviour,  Jesus,  from  above! 
Assist  me  with  thy  heavenly  grace; 
Empty  my  heart  of  earthly  love, 
And  for  thyself  prepare  the  place. 

2  O  let  thy  sacred  presence  fill, 

And  set  my  longing  spirit  free, 
Which  pants  to  have  no  other  will, 
Than  night  and  day  to  feast  on  thee. 

3  While  in  this  region  here  below, 

No  other  good  will  I  pursue; 
I'll  bid  this  world  of  noise  and  show, 
With  all  its  glitt'ring  snares,  adieu. 

4  That  path  with  humble  speed  I'll  seek, 

In  which  my  Saviour's  footsteps  shine, 
Nor  will  I  hear,  nor  will  I  speak 
Of  any  other  love  than  thine. 

5  Henceforth  may  no  profane  delight 

Divide  this  consecrated  soul ; 
Possess  it  thou,  who  hast  the  right, 
As  Lord  and  Master  of  the  whole. 

6  Nothing  on  earth  do  I  desire 

But  thy  pure  love  within  my  breast; 
This,  only  this,  will  I  require, 
And  freely  give  up  all  the  rest. 

St.  Bernard's.]  HYMN  103.  (S.  M.) 

A CHARGE  to  keep  I  have, 
A  God  to  glorify, 
A  never  dying  soul  to  save, 
And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 


HYMN  104. 
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2  To  serve  the  present  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfil; 
O  may  it  all  my  powers  engage 
To  do  my  master's  will. 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 

As  in  thy  sight  to  live  ; 
And  O  thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare, 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  thyself  rely, 
Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  for  ever  die. 


jlppleton.]     HYMN  104.    (S.  M.) 

ALMIGHTY  God  of  love, 
By  whose  sufficient  grace 
I  lift  my  heart  to  things  above, 
And  humbly  seek  thy  face. 

2  Through  Jesus  Christ  the  just, 

My  faint  desire  receive, 
And  let  me  in  thy  goodness  trust, 
And  to  thy  glory  live. 

3  Whate'er  I  say  or  do. 

Thy  glory  be  my  aim  ; 
My  off'rings  all  be  offer'd  through 
The  ever-blessed  Name. 

4  Jesus,  my  single  eye 

Be  fix'd  on  thee  alone: 
Thy  name  be  praised  on  earth,  on  high, 
Thy  will  by  all  be  done. 
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5  Spirit  of  faith,  inspire 

My  consecrated  heart ; 
Fill  me  with  pure,  celestial  fire, 
With  all  thou  hast  and  art. 

6  My  feeble  mind  transform, 

O  shed  thy  power  abroad, 
Into  a  saint  exalt  a  worm, 
A  worm  exalt  to  God. 


Sharon.}      HYMN  105.    (S.  M.) 
rpHE  thing  my  God  dotli  hate, 


Thy  creature,  Lord,  again  create, 
And  all  my  soul  renew. 

2  My  soul  shall  then,  like  thine, 

Abhor  the  thing  unclean, 
And  sanctified  by  love  divine, 
For  ever  cease  from  sin. 

3  That  blessed  law  of  thine, 

Jesus,  to  me  impart; 
Thy  spirit's  law  of  life  divine, 
O  write  it  in  my  heart! 

4  Implant  it  deep  within, 

Whence  it  may  ne'er  remove, 
The  law  of  liberty  from  sin, 
The  perfect  law  of  love. 

5  Thy  nature  be  my  law, 

Thy  spotless  sanctity; 
And  sweetly  every  moment  draw 
My  happy  soul  to  thee. 


That  I  no  more  may  do, 


HYMN  106. 
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6  Soul  of  my  soul,  remain, 
Who  didst  the  law  fulfil, 
In  me,  O  Lord,  fulfil  again 
Thy  Heavenly  Father's  will. 

HYMN  106.    (C.  M.) 
Free  Grace. 

FREE  Grace,  the  song  my  tongue  shall  sing, 
Free  Grace,  through  Christ  my  Lord, 
Who  freely  did  salvation  bring, 
That  man  might  be  restored. 

2  Free  grace  for  all,  my  Saviour  brought, 

He  offers  it  so  free, 
That  by  the  blind  it  may  be  sought, 
The  poor  redeem'd  may  be. 

3  The  chief  of  sinners  free  grace  found, 

When  he  besought  the  Lord, 
And,  trembling,  fell  upon  the  ground, 
As  Scripture  doth  record. 

4  If  Paul,  the  chief,  could  find  free  grace, 

Then  surely  others  may 
With  meekness  seek  the  Saviour's  face, 
For  none  he'll  cast  away. 

5  I'll  sing  free  grace,  though  devils  rage, 

And  men  of  earth  unite, 
And  all  the  powers  of  hell  engage 
To  vent  their  cruel  spite. 

6  Of  reprobation  let  them  boast, 

And  charge  their  God  in  vain, 
With  forming  creatures  to  be  lost 
In  hell's  eternal  pain. 
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7  My  soul,  forbear  to  hear  the  sound, 

Nor  hearken  to  their  word ; 
The  truth  of  God  they  would  confound, 
They  falsely  charge  the  Lord. 

8  Their  fatal  chains,  of  which  they  tell, 

To  bind  the  creature's  will, 
Are  but  delusions  sent  from  hell: — 
I'll  sing  of  free  grace  still. 

9  Come,  join  the  song,  ye  sons  of  men, 

Ye  purchase  of  Christ's  blood  ; 
For  you  the  Saviour  sufter'd  pain, 
That  you  might  dwell  with  God. 

10  No  reprobates  among  you  all, 

If  you'll  in  Christ  believe ; 
Through  him  recover'd  from  the  fall, 
Free  Grace  you  may  receive. 

HYMN  107.    (C.  M.) 

The  Day  of  the  Lord  will  come  as  a  thief  in  the 
night. — 2  Peter  iii.  10. 

THAT  awful  day  will  surely  come, 
Th'  appointed  hour  makes  haste, 
When  I  must  stand  before  my  judge, 
And  pass  the  solemn  test. 

2  Jesus,  thou  source  of  all  my  joys, 

Thou  ruler  of  my  heart, 
How  could  I  bear  to  hear  thy  voice 
Pronounce  the  sound,  "  depart." 

3  The  thunder  of  that  awful  word 

Would  so  torment  my  ear, 
'Twould  tear  my  soul  asunder,  Lord, 
With  most  tormenting  fear. 


HYMN  108. 


4  What,  to  be  banish'd  from  my  Lord, 

And  yet  forbid  to  die! 
To  linger  in  eternal  pain, 
And  death  for  ever  fly ! 

5  O  wretched  state  of  deep  despair, 

To  see  my  God  remove, 
And  fix  my  doleful  station  where 
I  cannot  taste  his  love! 

HYMN  108.  (7s.) 
"  Lov'st  thou  me  ?" 

HARK !  my  soul,  it  is  the  Lord, 
'Tis  my  Saviour,  hear  his  word  ; 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee, 
"  Say,  poor  sinner,  Lov'st  thou  me  ?" 

2  "I  deliver'd  thee,  when  bound, 

And  when  wounded,  heal'd  thy  wound, 
Sought  thee  wand'ring,  set  thee  right, 
Turn'd  thy  darkness  into  light. 

3  "  Can  a  woman's  tender  cares 
Cease  towards  the  child  she  bears  ? 
Yes !  she  may  forgetful  be, 

Yet  I  will  remember  thee. 

4  "  Mine  is  an  unchanging  love, 
Higher  than  the  heights  above, 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

5  "Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon, 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done, 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be, 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me? 
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6  Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint, 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint ; 
Yet  I  love  thee,  and  adore, 
O  for  grace  to  love  thee  more. 

HYMN  109.    (L.  M.) 
Union. 

FROM  whence  does  the  union  arise 
Which  conquereth  hatred  by  love  ? 
It  fastens  our  souls  with  such  ties, 
That  distance  nor  time  can  remove. 

2  It  cannot  in  Eden  be  found, 

Nor  yet  in  a  paradise  lost : 
It  grows  on  Immanuel's  ground, 
And  Jesu's  dear  blood  it  did  cost. 

3  My  friends  once  so  dear  unto  me, 

Our  souls  so  united  in  love; 
Where  Jesus  is  gone,  we  shall  be, 
In  yonder  blest  mansions  above. 

4  O  !  why  so  unwilling  to  part? 

Since  there  we  shall  soon  meet  again, 
Engraved  on  Immanuel's  heart, 
At  a  distance  we  cannot  remain. 

5  And  then  we  shall  see  that  bright  day, 

And  join  with  the  angels  above, 
Set  free  from  these  bodies  of  clay, 
United  in  Jesus's  love. 

6  With  Jesus  we  ever  shall  reign, 

And  all  his  bright  glory  shall  see, 
Shall  sing  hallelujahs,  amen ; 
Amen  !  even  so  let  it  be. 


HYMN  110,  111. 
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HYMN  110.    (L.  M.) 
He  delighleth  in  Mercy. — Mic.  vii.  18. 

0WHO  is  like  the  Lord,  our  God? 
Who  smiles  and  sheds  his  love  abroad, 
And  thus  our  souls  to  praise  invites, 
Because  in  mercy  he  delights. 

2  O  who  is  like  the  Lord,  our  God  ? 
Who  governs  all  things  with  his  word  ; 
The  meanest  saints  he  never  slights, 
Because  in  mercy  he  delights. 

3  O  who  is  like  the  Lord,  our  God  ? 
When  sin  becomes  a  heavy  load, 
The  weary  he  to  rest  invites, 
Because  in  mercy  he  delights. 

4  O  who  is  like  the  Lord,  our  God  ? 
When  cruel  foes  beset  our  road, 
Then  he  appears,  and  for  us  fights, 
Because  in  mercy  he  delights. 

5  O  who  is  like  the  Lord,  our  God  ? 
Who  gives  his  saints  his  gracious  word; 
And  there  his  faithful  promise  writes, 
Because  in  mercy  he  delights. 

6  O  who  is  like  the  Lord,  our  God  ? 
Who  has  prepared  a  bless'd  abode, 
Where  grace  and  glory  he  unites, 
Because  in  mercy  lie  delights. 

HYMN  111.    (L.  M.) 
Admonition  and  Rejoicing. 

SAY  now,  ye  lovely,  social  band, 
Who  walk  the  way  to  Canaan's  land, 
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Ye  who  have  fled  from  Sodom's  plain, 
Say,  do  you  wish  to  turn  again? 

2  O!  have  you  ventured  to  the  field, 

Well  arm'd  with  helmet,  sword,  and  shield, 
And  shall  this  world  with  dread  alarms, 
Compel  you  now  to  ground  your  arms? 

3  O  !  Come,  young  soldiers,  count  the  cost, 
And  say  what  pleasures  you  have  lost, 
Or  what  misfortune  does  it  bring, 

To  have  Jehovah  for  your  King? 

4  Shall  sin  entice  you  back  again, 
And  bind  you  with  its  iron  chain? 
Has  vice  to  you  such  lovely  charms, 
That  you  must  die  within  its  arms  ? 

5  Are  folly's  ways  the  ways  of  peace, 
Where  sin  and  pain  and  sorrows  cease? 
Does  pleasure  pour  a  living  stream, 
And  is  religion  all  a  dream  ? 

6  Say,  do  you  envy  those  that  stray, 
And  wander  far  from  wisdom's  way? 
O  !  do  you  see  their  path  descend, 
Or  know  where  sin  at  last  will  end  ? 

HYMN  112.    (C.  M.) 
Will  you  also  go  away? — John  vi.  67. 

WHEN  any  turn  from  Zion's  way, 
(Alas  !  what  numbers  do,) 
Methinks  I  hear  my  Saviour  say, 
"  Wilt  thou  forsake  me  too?" 

2  Ah  !  Lord,  with  such  a  heart  as  mine, 
Unless  thou  hold  me  fast, 
T  feel  I  must,  I  shall  decline, 
And  prove  like  them  at  last. 


HYMN  113. 


3  Yet  thou  alone  hast  power,  I  know, 

To  save  a  wretch  like  me  ; 
To  whom,  or  whither  could  I  go, 
If  I  should  turn  from  thee  ? 

4  Beyond  a  doubt  I  rest  assured 

Thou  art  the  Christ  of  God ; 
Who  hast  the  eternal  life  secured 
By  promise  and  by  blood. 

5  The  help  of  men  and  angels  join'd, 

Could  never  reach  my  case ; 
Nor  can  I  hope  relief  to  find, 
But  in  thy  boundless  grace. 

6  No  voice  but  thine  can  give  me  rest, 

And  bid  my  fears  depart ; 
No  love  but  thine  can  make  me  blest, 
And  satisfy  my  heart. 

7  What  anguish  has  that  question  moved, 

"  And  will  ye  also  go  ?" 
Yet,  Lord,  relying  on  thy  word, 
I  humbly  answer,  no. 

HYMN  113.    (C.  M.) 
Trusting  in  God. 

&OD  sees  the  sorrows  of  his  saints, 
Their  wants  affect  his  ears, 
He  has  a  book  for  their  complaints, 
A  bottle  for  their  tears. 

2  The  Lord  can  clear  the  darkest  skies, 
Can  give  us  day  for  night, 
Make  drops  of  sacred  sorrow  rise 
To  rivers  of  delight. 
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3  Let  us,  tho'  now  in  sadness,  wait 

Till  the  fair  harvest  come, 
We'll  then  confess  our  sheaves  are  great, 
And  shout  the  blessing  home. 

4  What  though  the  vine  its  fruit  deny, 

The  olive  yield  no  oil? 
Yet,  in  the  strength  of  God,  I'll  try 
To  reach  the  happy  goal. 

5  Beneath  his  smiles  I  once  have  lived. 

And  part  of  heaven  possess'd ; 
I'll  praise  his  name  for  grace  received, 
And  trust  him  for  the  rest. 

HYMN  114.    (C.  M.) 
Coronation. 

ALL  hail !  the  power  of  Jesus'  name, 
Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

2  Crown  him,  ye  martyrs  of  our  God, 

Who  from  the  altar  call ; 
Extol  the  stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 

A  remnant  weak  and  small, 
Hail  him  who  saved  you  by  his  grace. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Ye  Gentile  sinned,  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall ; 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


HYMN  115. 
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5  Babes,  men,  and  sires,  who  know  his  love, 

Now  freed  from  sin  and  thrall, 
Come  join  with  all  the  host  above, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

6  Let  every  kindred,  every  tongue, 

O'er  this  terrestrial  ball, 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

7  O  !  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 

We  at  his  feet  may  fall. 
To  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

HYMN  115.    (C.  M.) 
On  Judgment. 

SING  to  the  Lord,  ye  heavenly  hosts, 
And  thou,  O  !  earth,  adore, 
Let  death  and  hell,  through  all  their  coasts, 
Stand  trembling  at  his  power. 

2  His  sounding  chariots  shake  the  sky, 

He  makes  the  clouds  his  throne; 
There  all  his  stores  of  lightnings  lie, 
Till  vengeance  darts  them  down. 

3  His  nostrils  breathe  out  fiery  streams, 

And,  from  his  awful  tongue, 
A  sov'reign  voice  divides  the  flames, 
And  thunder  rolls  along. 

4  Think,  O !  my  soul,  the  dreadful  day, 

When  this  incensed  God 
Shall  rend  the  sky  and  burn  the  sea, 
And  fling  his  wrath  abroad. 
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5  Mountains,  by  his  almighty  wrath, 

From  their  old  seats  are  torn  ; 
He  shakes  the  earth  from  south  to  north, 
And  all  her  pillars  mourn. 

6  He  bids  the  sun  forbear  to  rise, 

Th'  obedient  sun  forbears ; 
His  hand  with  sackcloth  spreads  the  skies, 
And  seals  up  all  the  stars. 

7  He  walks  upon  the  raging  sea, 

Flies  on  the  stormy  wind  ; 
There's  none  can  trace  his  wondrous  way, 
Or  his  dark  footsteps  find. 

8  What  shall  the  wretch,  the  sinner  do  ? 

He  once  defied  the  Lord, 
But  he  shall  dread  the  Thund'rer  now, 
And  sink  beneath  his  word. 

9  Tempests  of  angry  fire  shall  roll, 

To  blast  the  rebel  worm  ; 
And  beat  upon  his  naked  soul, 
In  one  eternal  storm. 

HYMN  116.  (7s.) 
Address  to  Youth. 

WHEN  your  rosy  cheeks  are  pale, 
When  your  sparkling  eyes  grow  blind, 
You  must  leave  this  mournful  vale, 
And  your  sinful  joys  behind. 

2  Then,  if  Christ  is  not  your  friend, 
You  must  sink  for  ever  down 
Into  death,  which  has  no  end, 
Under  God's  eternal  frown. 


HYMN  117. 


3  O  !  then,  hear  the  Saviour's  voice, 

"  Come,  ye  wretched,  come,  and  live  ; 
Make  my  name  your  only  choice ; 
Endless  happiness  I'll  give." 

4  Precious  youth,  obey  the  Lord, 

Seek  him  while  he  may  be  found, 
Hear  the  threat'nings  of  his  word, 
Ere  the  last  loud  trumpet  sound. 

HYMN  117.    (C.  M.) 

Address  to  M. 

I SING  a  song,  which  doth  belong 
To  all  the  human  race, 
Concerning  death,  which  steals  the  breath, 
And  blasts  the  comely  face. 

2  Come,  listen  all,  unto  my  call. 

Which  I  do  make  to-day  ; 
For  you  must  die  as  well  as  I, 
And  pass  from  hence  away. 

3  No  human  power  can  stop  the  hour, 

Wherein  a  mortal  dies; 
A  Cxsar  may  be  great  to-day, 
Yet  death  will  close  his  eyes. 

4  Though  some  do  strive,  and  do  arrive 

At  riches  and  renown, 
Enjoying  health,  enjoying  wealth, 
Yet  death  will  bring  them  down. 

5  Though  beauty  grace  your  comely  face, 

With  roses  white  and  red, 
A  dying  fall  will  spoil  it  all, 
For  Absalom  is  dead. 
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6  Though  you  acquire  the  best  attire, 

Appearing"  fine  and  fair, 
When  death  shall  come  to  call  you  home, 
Will  it  avail  you  there? 

7  For  princes  high  and  beggars  die, 

And  mingle  with  the  dust, 
The  rich,  the  brave,  the  negro  slave, 
The  wicked  and  the  just. 

HYMN  118.    (C.  M.) 
Heaven  the  Habitation  of  the  Righteous. 

HOW  happy  are  the  saints  above, 
Who  once  were  mourners  here  ; 
But  now  they  taste  unmingled  love, 
And  joys  without  a  tear. 

2  Through  tribulations  great  they  came, 

And  sorrows  dark  as  night, 
But  in  thy  blood,  most  holy  Lamb, 
They  wash'd  their  garments  white. 

3  The  weary  pilgrim  there  shall  rest, 

Nor  thirst  nor  hunger  more; 
Eternal  peace  shall  fill  his  breast, 
When  all  the  storms  are  o'er. 

4  We  need  but  wait  a  few  days  more, 

And  we  shall  meet  above, 
Where  pain  and  parting  all  are  o'er, 
In  that  sweet  world  of  love. 

HYMN  119.    (L.  M.) 
God  is  a  sure  Comforter. — Isaiah,  ii.  3. 

IN  God  let  all  his  saints  rejoice, 
With  thankful  heart  and  cheerful  voice; 
Thus  saith  his  word,  so  kind,  so  true, — • 
"I,  even  I,  will  comfort  you." 


HYMN  120. 
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2  Sweet  words!  O  let  us  bless  his  name, 
And,  joyful,  all  his  praise  proclaim; 
These  words  shall  foes  and  fears  subdue, — 
"  I,  even  I,  will  comfort  you." 

3  Are  you  in  darkness  and  distress? 
Does  Satan  roar  and  break  your  peace? 
Fear  not,  but  still  this  truth  review, — 

"  I,  even  I,  will  comfort  you." 

4  Do  sore  afflictions  on  you  lay, 
And  pungent  sorrows,  day  by  day? 

Look  to  this  word,  'twill  bear  you  through, — 
"I,  even  I,  will  comfort  you." 

5  If  death  in  gloomy  form  appear, 
And  overwhelm  your  souls  with  fear, 
Let  this  sweet  word  your  faith  renew, — 
"  I,  even  I,  will  comfort  you." 

6  Thus  while  you  sojourn  here  below, 
As  pilgrims  in  this  world  of  wo; 

Make  this  your  song,  your  journey  through, — 
"  I,  even  I,  will  comfort  you." 

7  And  when  each  happy  soul  attains 
That  blissful  state  where  glory  reigns, 
This  song  shall  all  his  pow'rs  employ, 
"  God  is  my  comfort  and  my  joy." 


HYMN  120.  (CM.) 
Running  in  Christian  Race. — Phil.  iii.  12,  13. 

AWAKE,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve, 
And  press  with  vigour  on, 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal, 
And  an  immortal  crown. 
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2  'Tis  God's  all-animating'  voice, 

That  calls  thee  from  on  high ; 
'Tis  his  own  hand  presents  the  prize, 
To  thine  aspiring1  eye. 

3  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around, 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey : 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 
And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

4  Bless'd  Saviour,  introduced  by  thee, 

Have  we  our  race  begun  ; 
And,  crown'd  with  vict'ry,  at  thy  feet, 
We'll  lay  our  laurels  down. 

HYMN  121.    (S.  M.) 
Praise  for  Conversion. — Psalm  lvi.  16. 

COME,  ye  that  fear  the  Lord, 
And  listen,  while  I  tell 
How  narrowly  my  feet  escaped 
The  snares  of  death  and  hell. 

2  The  flatt'ring  joys  of  sense 

Assail'd  my  foolish  heart ; 
While  Satan  with  malicious  skill, 
Guided  the  poisonous  dart. 

3  I  fell  beneath  the  stroke, 

But  fell  to  rise  again  ; 
My  anguish  roused  me  into  life, 
And  pleasure  sprang  from  pain. 

4  Darkness,  and  shame,  and  grief, 

Oppress'd  my  gloomy  mind  ; 
I  looked  around  me  for  relief, 
But  no  relief  could  find. 


HYMN  122. 


5  At  length  to  God  I  cried ; 

He  heard  my  plaintive  sigh  ; 
He  heard,  and  instantly  he  sent 
Salvation  from  on  high. 

6  My  drooping  head  he  raised, 

My  bleeding  wounds  he  heal'd, 
Pardon'd  my  sins,  and  with  a  smile, 
The  gracious  pardon  seal'd. 

7  O  !  may  I  ne'er  forget 

The  mercy  of  my  God  ! 
Nor  ever  want  a  tongue  to  spread 
His  loudest  praise  abroad. 

HYMN  122.    (C.  M.) 
Part  First. 
The  Millennium. 

ALL  hail  to  that  delightful  name, 
Who,  on  this  happy  day, 
Has  burst  the  bars  of  death  and  hell, 
And  pour'd  celestial  ray, 

2  To  all  the  fallen  race  below, 

Who  own  him  for  their  King. 
Come,  let  us  join  his  name  to  praise, 
And  loud  hosannas  sing. 

3  This  is  the  Word  that  came  from  God, 

And  went  to  God  again  ; 
This  is  the  King  that  we  expect 
On  earth  again  to  reign. 

4  With  him  will  come  those  saints  above, 

Whose  ardent  bosoms  burn 
To  join  the  waiting  saints  below, 
To  welcome  his  return. 
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5  Then  all  who  sleep  in  Christ  will  rise 

To  meet  those  in  the  air ; 
And  all  descend  on  earth  again, 
To  reign  a  thousand  years. 

6  Then  will  the  scatter'd  Jews  return, 

And  be  for  ever  blest ; 
Now  ushers  in  that  prophecy, 
"The  Sabbath  day  of  rest." 

7  Then  Satan,  that  great  foe  of  man, 

Shall  in  his  pit  be  chain'd ; 
While  they  who've  join'd  the  happy  band, 
Shall  have  a  peaceful  reign. 


Part  Second. 

THEN  when  the  thousand  years  are  past, 
(For  causes  yet  unknown) 
Shall  Satan  from  his  chains  be  loos'd, 
To  curse  the  earth  again. 

2  Then  he'll  deceive  the  nations  round, 

And  cause  them  grief  and  •pain  ; 
By  promising  his  wicked  hosts, 
He'll  spoil  Christ's  peaceful  reign. 

3  But  when  on  earth  they  all  shall  come, 

Unnumber'd  as  the  sand, 
Then  will  the  Saviour  with  his  saints 
Gain  the  complete  command. 

4  Then  ah !  how  soon  the  scene  is  changed, 

Saints,  in  their  safe  abode, 
Shall  see  their  foes  destroy'd  by  fire, 
From  their  eternal  God. 


HYMN  123. 
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5  Then  Satan  with  his  prophets  false, 

His  beasts  and  wicked  men, 
Shall  all  be  cast  into  the  Like 
Burning  with  ceaseless  flame. 

6  Then  will  the  great  white  throne  appear, 

And  he  that  sits  thereon: 
Whose  presence  will  all  nature  melt 
With  dreadful,  fiery  storm. 

7  Then  shall  the  dead,  both  small  and  great, 

Stand  up  before  their  God; 
And,  as  is  written  in  the  book, 
Receive  a  just  reward. 

8  O  then,  with  what  delight  we'll  view 

What  prophets  long  foretold ; 
The  new  Jerusalem  comes  down 
Adorn'd  with  pearls  and  gold. 

9  Then  will  the  sun,  and  moon,  and  stars 

Grow  dim,  and  fade  away; 
When  God  the  Lord,  and  Christ  the  Lamb, 
Make  one  eternal  day. 

HYMN  123.    (C.  M.) 
A  prospect  of  Heaven  makes  death  easy. 

THERE  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 
Where  saints  immortal  reign; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

2  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 
And  never-withering  flowers; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 
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3  But  tim'rous  mortals  start  and  shrink, 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea ; 
And  linger,  shivering  on  the  brink, 
Through  fear  to  launch  away. 

4  O  could  we  make  these  doubts  remove, 

These  gloomy  doubts  that  rise, 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love, 
With  unbeclouded  eyes; 

5  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 
Not  Jordan's  streams,  nor  death's  cold  flood 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

HYMN  124.    (L.  M.) 
Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 

NOW  in  a  song  of  grateful  praise, 
To  my  dear  Lord,  my  voice  I'll  raise; 
With  all  the  saints  I'll  join,  to  tell, 
My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 

2  All  worlds  his  glorious  power  confess, 
His  wisdom,  all  his  works  express  ; 
But  O,  his  love,  what  tongue  can  tell? 
My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 

3  I  spurn'd  his  grace,  I  broke  his  laws, 
And  yet  he  undertook  my  cause, 

To  save  me,  though  I  did  rebel; — 
My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 

4  And  since  my  soul  hath  known  his  love, 
What  blessings  hath  he  made  me  prove? 
His  mercy,  doth  all  praise  excel : 

My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 


HYMN  125. 
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5  Whene'er  my  Saviour  and  my  God, 
Hath  on  me  laid  his  gentle  rod, 

I  know,  in  all  that  has  befel, 

My  Jesus  hath  done  all  thing's  well. 

6  Soon  I  shall  pass  the  vale  of  death, 
And  in  his  arms  shall  lose  my  breath ; 
Then,  then  my  happy  soul  shall  tell, 
My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 

7  And  when  to  that  bright  world  I  rise, 
And  join  the  anthems  in  the  skies, 
Above  the  rest,  this  note  shall  swell, 

"  My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well." 

HYMN  125.    (C.  M.) 
Room  at  the  Gospel  Feast. 

THE  King  of  Heaven  his  table  spreads, 
And  dainties  crown  the  board, 
Not  paradise  with  all  its  joys, 
Could  such  delights  afford. 

2  Pardon  and  peace  to  dying  men, 

And  endless  life  are  given! 
And  the  rich  blood  that  Jesus  shed, 
To  raise  the  soul  to  heaven. 

3  Ye  hungry  poor,  who  long  have  stray'd 

In  sin's  dark  mazes,  come, 
Come  from  the  hedges  and  high  ways, 
And  grace  will  find  you  room. 

4  Yet  are  his  house  and  heart  so  large 

That  millions  more  may  come, 
Nor  could  the  wide  assembling  world 
O'erfill  the  spacious  room. 
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5  All  things  are  ready,  enter  in, 
Nor  weak  excuses  frame; 
Come,  take  your  places  at  the  feast, 
And  bless  the  donor's  name. 

HYMN  126.    (L.  M.) 
Brotherly  Love. 

0GOD,  our  Father  and  our  King-, 
Of  all  we  have,  our  hope,  the  spring-; 
Send  down  thy  spirit  from  above, 
And  fill  our  hearts  with  holy  love. 

2  May  we  from  every  act  abstain, 
That  hurts,  or  gives  our  brother  pain, 
And  every  secret  wish  suppress, 
Which  would  abridge  his  happiness. 

3  And  may  we  feel  our  hearts  inclined 
To  act  the  friend  to  all  mankind; 
And  seek  their  safety  and  their  ease, 
Their  virtue  and  eternal  peace. 

4  With  pity  may  our  hearts  o'erflow, 
When  we  behold  a  wretch  in  wo; 
And  bear  a  sympathizing  part, 
With  all  who  are  of  heavy  heart, 

5  Let  love  in  all  our  conduct  shine; 
An  image  fair,  tho'  faint,  of  thine; 
Thus  may  we  his  disciples  prove, 
Who  came  to  manifest  his  love. 

HYMN  127.  (CM.) 
God's  love  to  mankind. 

DOWN  headlong  from  their  native  skies, 
The  rebel  angels  fell, 


HYMN  128. 
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And  thunder-bolts  of  flaming  wrath, 
Pursued  them  down  to  hell. 

2  Down  from  the  top  of  earthly  bliss, 

Rebellious  man  was  hurl'd  ; 
And  Jesus  stoop'd  beneath  the  grave, 
To  reach  a  sinking  world. 

3  Oh,  love  of  infinite  degree! 

Immeasurable  grace! 
Must  heaven's  eternal  darling  die, 
To  save  our  sinful  race? 

4  Must  angels  sink  for  ever  down, 

And  burn  in  quenchless  fire, 
While  God  forsakes  his  shining  throne, 
To  raise  us  wretches  higher? 

5  Oh,  for  this  love,  let  earth  and  skies 

With  hallelujahs  ring, 
And  the  full  choir  of  human  tongues 
Loud  hallelujahs  sing. 

HYMN  128.    (C.  M.) 
The  Repenting  Prodigal. 

BEHOLD  the  wretch,  whost  lust  and  wine 
Have  wasted  his  estate; 
He  begs  a  share  among  the  swine, 
To  taste  the  husks  they  eat. 

2  "I  die  with  hunger  here,"  he  cries, 

"  I  starve  in  foreign  lands  ; 
"  My  father's  house  has  large  supplies, 
"  And  bounteous  are  his  hands. 

3  "  I'll  go,  and  with  a  mournful  tongue, 

"  Fall  down  before  his  face  ; 
"  Father,  I've  done  thy  justice  wrong; 
"Nor  can  deserve  thy  grace." 
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4  He  said:— and  hasten'd  to  his  home, 

To  seek  his  father's  love; 
The  father  sees  the  rebel  come, 
And  all  his  bowels  move. 

5  He  ran,  upon  his  neck  he  fell, 

Embraced  and  kiss'd  his  son ; 
The  rebel's  heart  deep  sorrows  swell, 
For  follies  he  had  done. 

6  "  Take  off  his  clothes  of  shame  and  sin," 

(The  father  gave  command,) 
"  Dress  him  in  garments  white  and  clean, 
"  With  rings  adorn  his  hand. 

7  "  A  day  of  feasting  I  ordain  ; 

"  Let  mirth  and  joy  abound! 
" My  son  was  dead,  and  lives  again! 
"  Was  lost,  and  now  is  found." 

HYMN  129.    (C.  M.) 
True  and  false  zeal  contrasted. 

ZEAL  is  that  pure  and  heavenly  flame, 
The  fire  of*  love  supplies ; 
While  that  which  often  bears  the  name, 
Is  self,  in  a  disguise. 

2  True  zeal  is  merciful  and  mild, 

Can  pity  and  forbear  ; 
The  false  is  headstrong,  fierce  and  wild; 
And  breathes  revenge  and  war. 

3  While  zeal  for  truth  the  Christian  warms, 

He  knows  the  worth  of  peace ; 
But  self  contends  for  names  and  forms, 
Its  party  to  increase. 


HYMN  130,  131.  Ill 

4  Zeal  has  attain'd  its  highest  aim, 

Its  end  is  satisfied, 
If  sinners  love  the  Saviour's  name  ; 
Nor  seeks  it  aught  beside. 

5  But  self,  however  well  employ'd, 

Has  its  own  ends  in  view, 
And  says,  as  boasting  Jehu  cried, 
"  Come,  see  what  I  can  do." 

HYMN  130.    (L.  M.) 
Advice  to  Youth, 
OW  in  the  heat  of  youthful  blood, 
Remember  your  Creator,  God  ; 
Behold,  the  months  come  hast'ning  on, 
When  you  shall  say,  '*  My  joys  are  gone!" 

2  Behold,  the  aged  sinner  goes, 
Laden  with  guilt  and  heavy  woes, 
Down  to  the  regions  of  the  dead, 
With  endless  curses  on  his  head. 

3  The  dust  returns  to  dust  again ; 
The  soul,  in  agonies  of  pain, 
Ascends  to  God,  not  there  to  dwell, 
But  hears  her  doom,  and  sinks  to  hell. 

4  Eternal  King,  I  fear  thy  name ; 
Teach  me  to  know  how  frail  I  am ; 
And  if  my  soul  must  hence  remove, 
Give  me  a  mansion  in  thy  love. 

HYMN  131.    (L.  M.) 
Saints  should  always  love  one  another. 
ATOW  by  the  sufferings  of  my  God, 
_[\|     His  sharp  distress,  his  sore  complaints, 
By  his  last  groans  and  dying  blood, 
I  charge  my  soul  to  love  the  saints. 
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2  Clamour,  and  wrath,  and  war  begone, 

Envy  and  spite  for  ever  cease  ; 
Let  bitter  words  no  more  be  known 
Amongst  the  saints,  the  sons  of  peace. 

3  The  Spirit,  like  a  peaceful  dove, 

Flies  from  the  realms  of  noise  and  strife ; 
Why  should  we  vex  and  grieve  his  love, 
Who  seals  our  souls  to  heavenly  life? 

4  Tender  and  kind  be  all  our  thoughts ; 

Through  all  our  lives  let  mercy  run: 
So  God  forgives  our  num'rous  faults, 
For  the  dear  sake  of  Christ,  his  Son. 

HYMN  132.  (CM.) 
God's  presence  is  light  in  darkness. 

MY  God,  the  spring  of  all  my  joys, 
The  life  of  my  delights, 
The  glory  of  my  brightest  days, 
And  comfort  of  my  nights. 

2  In  darkest  shades,  if  he  appear, 

My  dawning  is  begun! 
He  is  my  soul's  sweet  morning  star, 
And  he  my  rising-  sun. 

3  The  op'ning  heavens  around  me  shine 

With  beams  of  sacred  bliss, 
While  Jesus  shows  his  heart  is  mine, 
And  whispers — I  am  his. 

4  My  soul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay, 

At  that  transporting  word; 
Run  up  with  joy  the  shining  way 
T*  embrace  my  dearest  Lord. 


HYMN  133,  134. 
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HYMN  133.    (C.  M.) 
God's  love  to  his  Church. 

"VTOW  shall  my  inward  joys  arise 

And  burst  into  a  song ; 
Almighty  love  inspires  my  heart, 
And  pleasure  tunes  my  tongue. 

2  God,  on  his  thirsty  Zion's  hill, 

Some  mercy -drops  has  thrown, 
And  solemn  oaths  have  bound  his  love, 
To  shower  salvation  down. 

3  Why  do  we  then  indulge  our  fears, 

Suspicions  and  complaints? 
Is  he  a  God?  and  can  his  grace 
Grow  weary  of  his  saints? 

4  Can  a  kind  woman  e'er  forget 

The  infant  of  her  love? — 
Yea,  even  a  mother's  heart  may  change, 
And  nature  recreant  prove. 

5  "  Yet,  (saith  the  Lord,)  should  nature  change, 

"And  mothers  monsters  prove, 
"  Zion  still  dwells  upon  the  heart 
"  Of  everlasting  love. 

6  "  Deep  on  the  palms  of  both  my  hands, 

"  I  have  engraved  her  name  ; 
"  My  hands  shall  raise  her  ruin'd  walls, 
"And  build  her  broken  frame." 

HYMN  134.    (C.  M.) 
The  Glory  of  Grace. 

A GARDEN  'fined  from  common  earth 
By  special  sovereign  grace, 
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Enrich'd  with  plants  of  heav'nly  birth, 
The  church  of  Jesus  is. 

2  His  gospel  is  the  open  sky, 

His  love,  the  shining  sun  ; 
Rivers  of  peace  which  never  dry, 
Through  all  this  garden  run. 

3  His  spirit  is  the  heavenly  wind 

That  o'er  this  garden  blows, 
And  op'ning  each  immortal  mind, 
The  Saviour's  image  shows. 

4  Faith,  like  an  ivy,  to  the  rock 

That  stands  for  ever,  cleaves ; 
And  through  the  tempest's  loudest  shock, 
Eternal  calm  perceives. 

5  Assurance,  like  a  cedar,  rears 

Its  stately  branches  high, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  doubts  and  fears, 
And  blossoms  in  the  sky. 

6  Here  love  appears,  a  fruitful  vine 

From  Christ,  the  bleeding  root, 
Receiving  life  and  sap  divine, 
And  bears  immortal  fruit. 

7  Humility,  a  lily  fair, 

Transplanted  from  on  high, 
Grows  here,  perfuming  all  the  air 
With  sweets  that  never  die. 

8  Firm  patience,  like  an  aloe  strong, 

By  storms  unshaken,  grows  ; 
And  changing  scenes  enduring  long, 
At  length  in  glory  blows. 


HYMN  135,  136. 
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9  Here  hope,  a  lively  evergreen, 
Displays  her  smiling  face, 
And  flowers  of  every  hue  are  seen, 
But  all  are  plants  of  grace. 

HYMN  135.    (C.  M.) 
Social  Love. 

HOW  good  and  pleasant  is  the  sight, 
Where  kindred  souls  agree! 
How  blest  the  house  where  hearts  unite 
In  bands  of  piety! 

2  All  in  their  proper  stations  move, 

And  each  fulfils  his  part, 
In  every  care  of  life  and  love, 
With  sympathizing  heart. 

3  How  happy  are  the  sons  of  peace! 

Their  hearts  and  hopes  are  one; 
And  kind  designs  to  serve  and  please, 
Through  all  their  actions  run. 

4  Here  peace,  like  morning  dew,  distils 

Its  blessings  from  above  ; 
While  grateful  joy  each  bosom  fills, 
And  every  heart  is  love. 

HYMN  136.    (C.  M.) 
Judgment  Day. 

ALMIGHTY  God,  thy  piercing  eye 
Strikes  through  the  shades  of  night, 
And  our  most  secret  actions  lie 
All  open  to  thy  sight. 

2  There 's  not  a  sin  that  we  commit, 
Nor  wicked  word  we  say, 
But  in  thy  dreadful  book  'tis  writ, 
Against  the  judgment  day. 
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3  And  must  the  crimes  that  I  have  done, 

Be  read  and  publish'd  there, 
Be  all  exposed  before  the  Son, 
While  men  and  angels  hear? 

4  Lord,  at  thy  feet  ashamed  I  lie ; 

Upward  I  dare  not  look  ; 
Pardon  my  sins  before  1  die, 
And  blot  them  from  thy  book. 

5  Remember  all  the  dying  pains 

That  my  Redeemer  felt, 
And  let  his  blood  wash  out  my  stains, 
And  answer  for  my  guilt. 

6  O !  may  1  now  for  ever  fear 

T'  indulge  a  sinful  thought, 
Since  the  great  God  can  see  and  hear, 
And  writes  down  every  fault. 

HYMN  137.  (7s.) 
Redeeming  Love. 

NOW  begin  the  heav'nly  theme, 
Sing  aloud  in  Jesus'  name, 
Ye,  who  Jesus'  kindness  prove, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love. 

2  Ye,  who  see  the  Father's  grace, 
Beaming  in  the  Saviour's  face  ; 
As  to  Canaan  on  ye  move, 
Praise  and  bless  redeeming  love. 

3  Ye,  alas!  who  long  have  been 
Willing  slaves  of  death  and  sin  ; 
Now  from  bliss  no  longer  rove, 
Stop  and  taste  redeeming  love. 
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4  Hither  then  your  music  bring1, 
Strike  aloud  each  joyful  string; 
Mortals,  join  the  hosts  above, 
Join  to  praise  redeeming-  love. 


HYMN  138.  (CM.) 

BITTER  indeed  the  waters  are, 
Which  in  this  desert  flow; 
Though  to  the  eye  they  promise  fair, 
They  taste  of  sin  and  wo. 

2  Of  pleasing  draughts  I  once  could  dream, 

But  now,  awake,  I  find 
That  sin  has  poison'd  every  stream, 
And  left  a  curse  behind. 

3  But  there 's  a  wonder-working  wood, 

(Its  virtues  ne'er  decay,) 
Can  make  these  bitter  waters  good, 
And  take  the  curse  away. 

4  The  cross,  on  which  the  Saviour  died, 

And  conquer'd  for  his  saints; 
This  is  the  tree,  by  faith  applied, 
Which  sweetens  all  complaints. 

5  Thousands  have  found  the  blest  effect, 

Nor  longer  mourn  their  lot ; 
While  on  his  sorrows  they  reflect, 
Their  own  are  all  forgot. 

6  When  they,  by  faith,  behold  the  cross, 

Though  various  griefs  they  meet, 
They  draw  a  gain  from  every  loss, 
And  find  the  bitter  sweet. 
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HYMN  139.    (C.  M.) 
To  die  as  Moses  did. 

DEATH  cannot  make  my  soul  afraid, 
If  God  be  with  me  there  ; 
Soft  is  the  passage  through  the  shade, 
And  all  the  prospect  fair. 

2  Might  I  but  climb  to  Pisgah's  top, 

And  view  the  promised  land, 
My  soul  would  long  her  flesh  to  drop, 
And  pray  for  the  command. 

3  I  would  renounce  my  all  below, 

If  my  .Creator  bid, 
And  run,  if  I  were  call'd  to  go, 
And  die  as  Moses  did. 

4  Swift  to  the  place  of  pure  delight, 

Where  saints  triumphant  reign, 
My  soul  shall  wing  her  joyful  flight, 
From  sorrow,  sin  and  pain. 

5  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-withering  flowers; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  stream,  divides 
That  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

6  Could  I  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 
Not  death's  dark  vale,  or  icy  flood, 
Should  fright  me  from  the  shore. 

7  Clasp'd  in  my  heavenly  Father's  arms, 

1  would  forget  to  breathe  ; 
And  lose  my  life  amidst  the  charms 
Of  so  divine  a  death. 


HYMN  140. 


HYMN  140.    (S.  M.) 
Let  us  walk  in  Love. 

LET  strife  for  ever  cease, 
And  envy  quit  the  field  ; 
Come,  join,  and  live  in  love  and  peace, 
And  to  the  gospel  yield. 

2  Let  bitter  words  no  more 

Among  the  saints  remain, 
<     Let  every  member,  every  hour, 
Submit  to  Jesus'  reign. 

3  One  Lord  we  have  to  fear, 

One  faith  we  all  confess, 
And  to  one  baptism  all  adhere, 
And  magnify  free  grace. 

4  Then  why  should  we  contend 

For  meat,  and  drink,  and  dress, 
And  crucify  the  Lord  again, 
And  pierce  his  wounds  afresh ! 

5  Where  bitter  words  arise, 

There  Satan  has  his  ends: 
But  we  would  raise  our  hearts  to  Christ, 
Amidst  his  chosen  friends. 

6  No  more  we'll  feed  the  flavne, 

Nor  judge  ourselves  too  wise  ; 
But  search  with  care  to  find  the  beam, 
That  lurks  within  our  eyes. 

7  Then  to  the  world  we'll  prove 

That  we  disciples  are ; 
When  they  behold  us  walk  in  love, 
They'll  say,  "  The  Lord  is  there." 
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HYMN  141.    (C.  M.) 
A  call  to  Sinners. 

0FOR  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 
My  dear  Redeemer's  praise! 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  his  grace  ! 

2  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim, 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad, 
The  honours  of  thy  name. 

3  Jesus,  the  name  that  charms  our  fears, 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease  ; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  power  of  cancell'd  sin, 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free  ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean ; 
His  blood  avail'd  for  me. 

5  Look  unto  him  ye  nations;  own 

Your  God,  ye  fallen  race ; 
Look,  and  be  saved  through  faith  alone; 
Be  justified  by  grace. 

6  See  all  your  sins  on  Jesus  laid ; 

The  Lamb  of  God  was  slain  ; 
His  soul  was  once  an  offering  made 
For  every  soul  of  man. 

HYMN  142.    (C.  M.) 
Praise  to  God. 

0FOR  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 
A  heart  from  sin  set  free  ! 


HYMN  143. 


A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  blood, 
So  freely  spilt  for  me  ! 

2  A  heart  resigri'd,  submissive,  meek, 

A  pure  and  spotless  throne, 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 

3  O  for  a  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true  and  clean  ! 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  him  that  dwells  within. 

4  A  heart  in  ev'ry  thought  renew'd, 

And  full  of  love  divine  ; 
Perfect  and  right  and  pure  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  thine! 

5  Thy  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart, 

Come  quickly  from  above? 
Write  thy  new  name  upon  my  heart, 
Thy  new,  best  name  of  love. 

HYMN  143.    (C.  M.) 

TRY  us,  O  God,  and  search  the  ground 
Of  every  sinful  heart; 
Whate'er  of  sin  in  us  be  found, 
O  bid  it  all  depart ! 

2  When  to  the  right  or  left  we  stray, 

Leave  us  not  comfortless ; 
But  guide  our  feet  into  the  way 
Of  everlasting  peace*. 

3  Help  us  to  help  each  other,  Lord, 

Each  other's  cross  to  bear, 
Let  each  his  friendly  aid  afford, 
And  feel  his  brother's  care. 
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4  Help  us  to  build  each  other  up, 

Our  little  flock  improve  ; 
Increase  our  faith,  confirm  our  hope, 
And  perfect  us  in  love. 

5  Up  into  thee,  our  living  head, 

Let  us  in  all  things  grow, 
Till  thou  hast  made  us  free  indeed, 
And  spotless  here  below. 

6  Then,  when  the  mighty  work  is  wrought, 

Receive  thy  ready  bride, 
Give  us  in  heaven  a  happy  lot, 
With  all  the  sanctified. 


HYMN  144.    (C.  M.) 

FATHER,  I  stretch  my  hands  to  thee, 
No  other  help  I  know ; 
If  thou  withdraw  thyself  from  me, 
Ah,  whither  shall  I  go! 

2  What  did  thine  only  Son  endure, 

Before  I  drew  my  breath? 
What  pain,  what  labour,  to  secure 
My  soul  from  endless  death ! 

3  O  Jesus,  could  I  this  believe, 

I  now  should  feel  thy  power ; 
Now  my  poor  soul  thou  would'st  retrieve, 
Nor  let  me  wait  one  hour. 

4  Author  of  faith ,  to  thee  I  lift 

My  weary,  longing  eyes  ; 
O  let  me  now  receive  that  gift, 
My  soul  without  it  dies. 


HYMN  145. 
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5  Surely  thou  wilt  not  let  me  die ; 

0  speak,  and  I  shall  live! 
And  here  I  will  unwearied  lie  ; 
Till  thou  thy  spirit  give. 

6  The  worst  of  sinners  would  rejoice, 

Could  they  but  see  thy  face: 
O  let  me  hear  thy  quick'ning  voice, 
And  taste  thy  pard'ning  grace. 

HYMN  145.  (7s.) 
Praise  the  Lord. 

I WILL  praise  thee  every  day, 
Now  thine  anger 's  turned  away; 
Comfortable  thoughts  arise 
From  the  bleeding  sacrifice. 

2  Here,  in  the  fair  gospel  field, 
Wells  of  free  salvation  yield 
Streams  of  life,  a  plenteous  store, 
And  my  soul  shall  thirst  no  more. 

3  Jesus  is  become  at  length 

My  salvation  and  my  strength ; 
And  his  praises  shall  prolong, 
While  I  live,  my  pleasant  song. 

4  Praise  ye,  then,  his  glorious  name, 
Publish  his  exalted  fame! 

Still  his  worth  your  praise  exceeds, 
Excellent  are  all  his  deeds. 

5  Raise  again  the  joyful  sound, 
Let  the  nations  roll  it  round  ! 
Zion,  shout,  for  this  is  he, 

God  the  Saviour  dwells  in  thee. 
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HYMN  146.    (C.  M.) 


HOW  vain  are  all  things  here  below, 
How  false,  and  yet  how  fair! 
Each  pleasure  hath  its  poison  too, 
And  every  sweet  a  snare. 

2  The  brightest  things  below  the  sky 

Give  but  a  flatt'ring  light; 
We  should  suspect  some  danger  nigh, 
Where  we  possess  delight. 

3  Our  dearest  joys  and  nearest  friends, 

The  partners  of  our  blood, 
How  they  divide  our  wav'ring  minds, 
And  leave  but  half  for  God! 

4  The  fondness  of  a  creature's  love, 

How  strong  it  strikes  the  sense! 
Thither  the  warm  affections  move, 
Nor  can  we  call  them  thence. 

5  Dear  Saviour,  let  thy  beauties  be 

My  soul's  eternal  food  ; 
Let  grace  command  my  heart  away 
From  all  created  good. 

© 

ON  BAPTISM. 

HYMN  147.    (8.  8.  6.) 

TTJHEN  Salem's  King,  our  Saviour,  came, 
V V    In  ancient  time,  to  Jordan's  stream, 

All  righteousness  to  fill; 
Prepared,  beside  the  swelling  flood, 
His  servant,  John  the  Baptist,  stood, 

To  do  his  master's  will. 


HYMN  147. 
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2  Down  into  Jordan's  rolling  stream 
The  Baptist  led  the  holy  Lamb, 

And  there  did  him  baptize, 
Jehovah  saw  his  darling-  Son, 
And  was  well  pleased  in  what  he'd  done, 

And  own'd  him  from  the  skies. 

3  The  opening  heaven  now  complies, 
The  Holy  Ghost  like  lightning  flies, 

Down  from  the  courts  above, 
And  on  the  holy,  heavenly  Lamb 
The  Spirit  lights,  and  does  remain, 

In  shape  like  a  fair  dove. 

4  "This  is  my  Son,"  Jehovah  cries, 
The  echoing  voice  from  glory  flies — 

"O  children  hear  ye  him," 
Hark!  'tis  his  voice,  behold  he  cries, 
"  Repent,  believe,  and  be  baptized, 

"And  wash  away  your  sin." 

5  Come,  children,  come,  his  voice  obey, 
Salem's  bright  King  has  mark'd  ihe  way, 

And  has  a  crown  prepared ; 
O  then  arise  and  give  consent, 
Walk  in  the  way  that  Jesus  went, 

And  have  the  great  reward. 

6  Believing  children,  gather  round, 
And  let  your  joyful  songs  abound, 

With  cheerful  hearts,  arise, 
See,  here  is  water,  here  is  room, 
A  loving  Saviour  calling;  "  Come, 

"  O  children,  be  baptized." 

7  Behold,  his  servant  waiting  stands, 
With  willing  heart  and  ready  hands, 

To  wait  upon  his  bride, 
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Ye  candidates,  your  hearts  prepare, 
And  let  us  join  in  solemn  prayer, 
Down  by  the  water  side. 


HYMN  148.    (L.  M.) 
Baptism.  • 

OUR  Saviour  by  John  was  immersed, 
In  Jordan's  impetuous  flood, 
And  on  him,  in  bodily  form, 
Descended  the  Spirit  of  God. 

2  The  holy  apostles  were  sent, 

And  by  him  commanded  to  preach 
Repentance,  immersion,  and  faith, 
As  far  as  creation  doth  reach. 

3  Then,  by  his  example  and  word, 

He  mark'd  out  this  glorious  way, 
And  said,  tf  If  ye  love  me  indeed, 
Ye  will  my  commandments  obey." 

4  Hence,  we  in  submission  to  Christ, 

The  banks,  to  the"  water,  descend  ; 
Oh !  thou,  in  whose  merits  we  trust, 
Thy  spirit's  blest  influence  lend. 

5  Our  thoughts  that  incline  to  the  earth, 

Lift  up  by  the  power  of  thy  love, 
And  give  us  a  foretaste,  by  faith, 
Of  joys  that  fill  heaven  above. 

6  Let  preacher,  and  sinner,  and  saints, 

The  thoughts  of  eternity  wrap, 
And  heavenly  glory  revealed, 

The  mouth  of  the  gainsayer  stop. 


HYMN  149. 


7  Baptize  these  dear  candidates,  Lord, 

In  the  ocean  of  infinite  love, 
And  may  they,  thro'  help  of  thy  word, 
Their  heavenly  origin  prove. 

8  Guide  us  to  our  destined  repose, 

Where  earth  shall  our  pillow  become, 
And  when  we  in  death  our  eyes  close, 
Oh,  then  may  our  spirits  fiy  home. 


HYMN  149.    (C.  M.) 

IN  pleasure  sweet,  here  we  do  meet, 
Down  by  the  water  side  ; 
And  here  we  stand,  by  Christ's  command, 
To  wait  upon  his  bride. 

2  Here  we  will  bid  the  world  "  farewell," 

To  practise  his  command; 
This  is  the  road  that  leads  to  God, 
The  way  to  Canaan's  land. 

3  Now  we  will  sing  to  Christ  our  King, 

Our  souls  shall  give  him  thanks, 
Who  came  to  Jordan  unto  John, 
And  went  down  Jordan's  banks. 

4  Come  sinners  all,  obey  the  call, — 

"Repent  and  be  baptized;" 
Forsake  your  sins,  and  follow  him, 
Till  you  in  glory  rise. 

5  We've  found  the  road  that  leads  to  God, 

The  way  of  holiness ; 
We'll  follow  him  where'er  he  goes, 
For  all  his  paths  are  peace. 
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HYMN  150.    (L.  M.) 
Ji  Baptism. 

OUR  Saviour  bow'd  beneath  the  wave, 
And  meekly  sought  a  wat'ry  grave, 
Come,  see  the  secret  path  he  trod, 
A  path  well  pleasing1  to  our  God. 

2  His  voice  we  hear,  his  footsteps  trace, 
And  hither  come  to  seek  his  face, 
To  do  his  will,  to  feel  his  love, 

And  join  our  songs  with  songs  above. 

3  Hosanna  to  the  Lamb  divine  ! 

Let  endless  glories  round  him  shine! 
High  o'er  the  heavens  for  ever  reign, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain! 

4  We  love  thy  name,  we  love  thy  laws, 
And  joyfully  embrace  thy  cause  ; 
We  love  thy  cross,  weep  for  thy  pain, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain! 

5  We  plunge  beneath  the  mystic  flood, 
O  plunge  us  in  thy  cleansing  blood; 
We  die  to  sin,  and  seek  a  grave 
With  thee,  beneath  the  yielding  wave. 

6  And  as  we  rise,  with  thee  to  live, 
O  let  the  Holy  Spirit  give 

The  sealing  unction  from  above, 
The  breath  of  life,  the  fire  of  love  \ 

7  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Dove  Divine! 
On  these  baptismal  waters  shine, 

And  teach  our  hearts,  in  highest  strain, 
To  praise  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 


HYMN  151,  152. 
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HYMN  151.    (C.  M.) 
After  Baptism. 

GAZE  on,  spectators,  while  we  show 
Obedience  to  the  Lamb, 
And  wonder,  while  you  gaze,  that  you 
Forbear  to  do  the  same. 

2  "  Come,  see  the  place  where  Jesus  lay 

An  angel  said  of  old ; 
We  say  the  same,  his  grave  you  may, 
In  water,  here  behold. 

3  Buried  in  Jordan  was  our  Lord, 

As  well  as  in  the  tomb, 
And  in  obedience  to  his  word, 
We  imitate  the  Lamb. 

4  This  ordinance  is  plainly  given, 

In  God's  eternal  word; 
Though  not  to  save,  or  take  to  heaven, 
But  show  we  love  the  Lord. 

HYMN  152.    (L.  M.) 

LET  us  go  down  with  one  accord, 
And  buried  be  with  Christ  the  Lord, 
By  baptism's  sacred  rite,  and  then 
Refrain  from  guilt  and  damning  sin. 

2  Raised  from  corruption,  guilt  and  death, 
Our  souls  receive  diviner  breath  ; 

So  from  the  grave  did  Christ  arise, 
And  lives  to  God  above  the  skies. 

3  No  more  let  sin  and  Satan  reign 
Over  our  mortal  flesh  again, 

The  various  lusts  we  served  before, 
Shall  never  have  dominion  more. 
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HYMN  153.  (7s.) 

For  Baptism,  when  administered  in  the  Winter. 

pHRISTIANS,  if  your  hearts  be  warm, 
\J  Ice  and  snow  can  do  no  harm; 
If  your  Lord  by  you  is  prized, 
Now  arise  and  be  baptized. 

2  Jesus  drank  the  gall  for  you ; 
Bore  the  curse  to  mortals  due; 
Children,  prove  your  love  to  him ; 
Never  fear  the  frozen  stream. 

3  Never  shun  the  Saviour's  cross ; 
All  on  earth  is  worthless  dross; 
If  the  Saviour's  love  you  feel, 
Let  the  world  behold  your  zeal. 

4  Fire  is  good  to  warm  the  soul ; 
Water  purifies  the  foul ; 

Fire  and  water  thus  agree  ; 
Winter,  soldiers,  never  flee. 

5  Let  your  worship  be  sincere, 
Every  season  of  the  year; 

If  the  storm  prevent  your  roam, 
Serve  your  gracious  God  at  home. 

6  Read  his  sacred  word  by  day  ; 
Ever  watching,  always  pray  ; 
Meditate  his  truth  by  night, 
This  will  give  you  sweet  delight. 

7  When  the  storm  of  life  is  o'er, 
Then  you'll  meet  to  part  no  more; 
There  with  pleasure  you  will  see 
God,  in  spotless  purity. 


HYMN  154,  155. 
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HYMN  154.  (CM.) 
After  Baptism. 


"TJROCLAIM,"  saith  Christ,  "my  wondrous 
X    "  To  all  the  sons  of  men  ;  [grace, 
"  He  that  believes,  and  is  baptized, 
"  Salvation  shall  obtain." 

2  Let  plenteous  grace  descend  on  those, 

Who,  hoping  in  thy  word, 
This  day  have  publicly  declared 
That  Jesus  is  their  Lord . 

3  With  cheerful  feet  may  they  advance 

And  run  the  Christian  race  ; 
And  through  the  troubles  of  the  way, 
Find  all  sufficient  grace. 

HYMN  155.    (8.  7.  4.) 
T  ONG  with  doubts  and  fears  surrounded, 


I  k  I've  delay'd  to  own  my  Lord 
In  the  ways  of  his  appointment, 
Though  recorded  in  his  word : 
"  If  you  love  me,  &c. 
"Keep  (saith  Jesus)  my  commands." 

2  Conscious  now  it  is  my  duty 

To  obey  the  Shepherd's  voice, 
Though  I  fear  I  cannot  tarry, 
'Tis  my  soul's  delightful  choice 

To  be  walking,  &c. 

With  the  flock  in  holiness. 

3  Dear,  neglected,  injured  Saviour, 

By  thy  grace  I'll  follow  thee ; 
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Since  thy  saints  in  love  receive  me, 
To  thy  courts  I'll  gladly  flee. 
Here  is  water,  &c. 
In  thy  name  Til  he  baptized. 

4  O,  ye  saints,  who  now  behold  me, 

Join  to  praise  a  gracious  God  ; 
While  you  see  a  blood-bought  sinner 
Tread  the  path  his  master  trod ; 
By  submission,  &c. 
To  the  gospel's  great  command. 

5  While  a  num'rous  crowd  surrounds  me, 

And  the  wicked  laugh  to  scorn, 
Lead  me,  Jesus,  to  Mount  Calv'ry, 
Thy  derisions  there  to  mourn, 

While  expiring,  &c. 

On  the  cross  for  guilty  man. 

6  While  I  now  behold  the  water 

Wherein  I  am  soon  to  lie, 
Aid  me,  Saviour,  to  remember 
That  for  sinners  thou  did'st  die! 

Of  thy  burial,  &c. 

A  lasting  emblem  waters  are. 

7  From  beneath  this  stream  arising, 

May  I  think  on  Jordan's  wave, 
In  which  Jesus,  while  baptizing, 
Show'd  forth  to  men  his  future  grave ! 

Endless  wonder,  &c. 

That  my  Lord  should  die  for  me ! 

8  Boundless  goodness,  sovereign  mercy, 

Here  in  my  Redeemer  shine  ; 
In  this  figure  I  behold  him 

Once  o'erwhelm'd  in  wrath  divine, 
To  deliver,  &c. 

From  the  flames  a  chosen  world. 


HYMN  156. 
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HYMN  156.    (8,  7.) 

LO,  in  Jordan's  ancient  river, 
Christ,  the  Lamb  of  God  immersed; 
Hear  him  say  to  each  believer, 
"  Follow  me,  I've  enter'd  first." 

2  See  the  heavenly  Dove  descending1, 

His  sacred  head  to  rest  upon, 
Hear  the  Father's  voice  proclaiming, 
"  This  is  my  beloved  Son." 

3  Humble  souls,  here  doubt  no  longer, 

But  to  Jordan's  banks  repair, 
You  will  find  your  faith  grow  stronger, 
When  with  him  you're  buried  there. 

4  Every  true,  baptized  believer, 

Shall  be  saved,  the  scriptures  say ; 
O  be  guided  by  your  Saviour, 
And  your  Lord's  commands  obey. 

5  Though  almost  we  are  persuaded 

To  be  followers  of  the  Lamb, 
While  the  cross  is  still  evaded, 
To  the  crown  we  have  no  claim. 

6  Strengthen,  Lord,  each  humble  convert, 

To  go  forth  and  bear  his  cross, 
May  he  seek  no  other  covert, 
But  thy  perfect  righteousness. 

7  May  he  follow  thee,  his  leader, 

Wheresoever  thou  shalt  go; 
And  to  thy  commands  obedient, 
Ever  seek  thy  will  to  know. 
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HYMN  157.    (L.  M.) 

"\TTHEN  mortal  man  resigns  his  breath, 

\V    He  bids  his  past  retreats  farewell, 
And  then  goes  to  the  shades  of  death, 
Far  from  his  former  friends  to  dwell. 


2  So  when  to  sin  the  sinner  dies, 
And  bids  his  carnal  joys  adieu, 
He  should  arise  and  be  baptized, 
And  with  his  Saviour  live  anew, 


3  The  burial  scene,  this  day  presents, 

And  tells  that  one  from  earth  is  fled; 
So  doth  baptizing  represent 
That  now  a  soul  to  sin  is  dead. 

4  When  one  is  dead,  should  we  delay- 

To  bury  him  from  mortal  eyes? 
And  when  from  sin  one  turns  away, 
Should  he  neglect  to  be  baptized? 

5  Young  converts,  Christ  has  mark'd  the  way, 

And  calls  you  now  to  follow  him, 
Come,  listen  to  his  voice  to-day, 
And  own  your  happy  death  to  sin. 


THE  LORD'S  SUPPER. 

HYMN  158.    (S.  M.) 
Communion  with  Christ  and  with  Saints. 

JESUS  invites  his  saints 
To  meet  around  his  board  ; 
Here  pardon'd  rebels  sit,  and  hold 
Communion  with  their  Lord. 


HYMN  159. 


135 


2  For  food  he  gives  his  flesh; 

He  bids  us  drink  his  blood  ; 
Amazing'  favour  !  matchless  grace 
Of  our  redeeming  God. 

3  This  holy  bread  and  wine 

Maintain  our  fainting  breath, 
By  union  with  our  living  Lord, 
And  int'rest  in  his  death. 

4  Our  heavenly  Father  calls 

Christ  and  his  members  one  ! 
We,  the  young  children  of  his  love, 
And  he  the  first-born  son. 

5  We  are  but  several  parts 

Of  the  same  broken  bread, 
The  body  with  its  several  limbs, 
But  Jesus  is  the  head. 

6  Let  all  our  powers  be  join'd 

His  glorious  name  to  raise : 
Pleasure  and  love  fill  every  mind, 
And  every  voice  be  praise. 

HYMN  159.    (L.  M.) 

The  Lord's  Supper  instituted. 

TTYVVAS  on  that  dark  and  doleful  night, 

X  When  powers  of  earth  and  hell  arose 
Against  the  Son  of  God's  delight, 
And  friends  betray'd  him  to  his  foes. 

2  Before  the  mournful  scene  began, 

He  took  the  bread,  and  bless'd  and  brake  ; 
What  love  through  all  his  actions  ran! 
What  wondrous  words  of  grace  he  spake! 
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3  "  This  is  my  body,  broke  for  sin  ; 

"Receive,  and  eat  the  living-  food:" 
Then  took  the  cup  and  bless'd  the  wine; 
"  'Tis  the  new  cov'nant  in  my  blood." 

4  "  Do  this,"  he  cried,  till  time  shall  end, 

Meet  at  my  table,  and  record, 
In  mem'ry  of  your  dying  friend, 
The  love  of  your  ascended  Lord. 

HYMN  160.    (C.  M.) 
The  provisions  for  the  Table  of  the  Lord. 

LORD,  we  adore  thy  bounteous  hand, 
And  sing  the  solemn  feast, 
Where  sweet,  celestial  dainties  stand, 
For  every  willing  guest. 

2  The  food 's  prepared  by  heavenly  art, 
The  pleasure 's  well  refined, 
They  spread  new  life  through  every  heart, 
And  cheer  the  drooping  mind. 

2  Shout,  and  proclaim  your  Saviour's  love, 
Ye  saints  that  taste  his  wine ; 
Join  with  your  kindred  saints  above, 
In  loud  hosannas  join. 

4  A  thousand  glories  to  the  God 
That  gives  such  joy  as  this ; 
Hosanna!  let  it  sound  abroad, 
And  reach  where  Jesus  is. 

HYMN  161.    (C.  M.) 
A  Remembrance  of  Christ  at  his  Table. 

THAT  doleful  night  before  his  death, 
The  Lamb,  for  sinners  slain, 


HYMN  162. 
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Did  almost  with  his  latest  breath 
This  solemn  feast  ordain. 

2  To  keep  the  feast,  Lord,  we  are  met, 

And  to  remember  thee: 
Help  each  poor  trembler  to  repeat, 
"The  Saviour  died  for  me." 

3  Thy  sufferings,  Lord,  each  sainted  sign 

To  our  remembrance  brings; 
We  eat  the  bread  and  drink  the  wine ; 
But  think  on  nobler  things. 

4  O  tune  our  tongues,  and  set  in  frame 

Each  heart  that  pants  for  thee, 
To  sing  hosanna  to  the  Lamb, 
The  Lamb  that  died  for  me. 

HYMN  162.    (L.  M.) 
Communion  with  Christ  at  his  Table. 

TO  Jesus,  our  exalted  Lord, 
(Dear  name  by  heaven  and  earth  adored!) 
Fain  would  our  hearts  and  voices  raise 
A  cheerful  song  of  sacred  praise. 

2  But  all  the  notes  which  mortals  know, 
Are  weak,  and  languishing,  and  low ; 
Far,  far  above  our  humble  songs, 
The  theme  demands  immortal  tongues. 

3  Yet  while  around  his  board  we  meet, 
And  humbly  worship  at  his  feet, 

O  let  our  warm  affections  move, 
In  glad  return  of  grateful  love  ! 

4  Let  faith  our  feeble  senses  aid, 

To  see  thy  wondrous  love  display'd, 
Thy  broken  flesh,  thy  bleeding  veins, 
Thy  dreadful,  agonizing  pains. 

10 
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5  Let  humble,  penitential  wo, 

With  painful,  pleasing  anguish  flow, 
And  thy  forgiving  smiles  impart 
Life,  hope,  and  joy  to  every  heart. 

HYMN  163.    (C.  M.) 
The  Lord's  Supper  received  in  faith  and  love. 

THE  bless'd  memorials  of  thy  grief, 
Thy  sufferings  and  thy  death, 
We  come,  dear  Saviour,  to  receive, 
And  would  receive  in  faith. 

2  The  symbols  sent  us  to  relieve 

Our  spirits  when  they  droop, 
We  come,  dear  Saviour,  to  receive, 
And  would  receive  in  hope. 

3  The  pledges  thou  wast  pleased  to  leave, 

Our  mournful  minds  to  move  ; 
We  come,  dear  Saviour,  to  receive, 
And  would  receive  in  love. 

4  Here,  in  obedience  to  thy  word, 

We  take  the  bread  and  wine, 
The  utmost  we  can  do,  O  Lord, 
For  all  beyond  is  thine. 

5  Increase  our  faith  and  hope  and  love, 

Lord,  give  us  all  that 's  good; 
We  would  thy  full  salvation  prove, 
And  share  thy  flesh  and  blood. 

HYMN  164.    (C.  M.) 
The  Lord's  Table. 

HERE  at  thy  table,  Lord,  we  meet, 
To  worship  and  adore; 


HYMN  165. 


Present  our  Saviour  crucified, 
And  tell  his  sufferings  o'er. 

2  By  faith  we  view  thee  crucified, 

While  we  partake  this  bread; 
And  look  upon  thy  wounded  side, 
Thy  feet,  thy  hands  and  head. 

3  We  view  thy  streaming  blood,  dear  Lor 

While  we  partake  this  wine; 
Can  all  in  heaven  or  earth  afford 
Such  dying  love  as  thine? 

4  We  feast  around  thy  board  on  earth, 

And  hope  to  feast  above; 
May  Jesus  feed  our  hungry  souls, 
And  still  increase  our  love. 


HYMN  165.  (CM.) 
At  the  Lord's  Table. 
ORD,  at  thy  table  I  behold 


I  i  The  wonders  of  thy  grace, 
But  most  of  all  admire  that  I 
Should  find  a  welcome  place. 

2  I,  that  am  all  defiled  with  sin, 

A  rebel  to  my  God; 
I,  that  have  crucified  his  Son, 
And  trampled  on  his  blood. 

3  What  strange,  surprising  grace  is  this, 

That  such  a  soul  has  room? 
My  Saviour  takes  me  by  the  hand," 
My  Jesus  bids  me  come. 

4  Eat,  O  my  friends,  the  Saviour  cries, 

The  feast  was  made  for  you ; 
For  you  I  groan'd,  and  bled,  and  died, 
And  rose,  and  triumphed  too. 
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5  With  trembling  faith  and  bleeding  hearts, 
Lord,  we  accept  thy  love  ; 
'Tis  a  rich  banquet  we  have  had  ; 
What  will  it  be  above! 


HYMN  166.    (S.  M.) 

LET  all  who  truly  bear 
The  bleeding  Saviour's  name, 
Their  faithful  hearts  with  us  prepare, 
And  eat  the  Paschal  Lamb. 

2  Our  passover  was  slain 

At  Salem's  hallow'd  place, 
Yet  we  who  in  our  tents  remain, 
Shall  gain  his  largest  grace. 

4 

3  This  eucharistic  feast, 

Our  every  want  supplies, 
And  still  we  by  his  death  are  blest, 
And  share  his  sacrifice. 

4  While  we  our  faith  employ 

His  suflP'rings  to  record, 
E'en  now  we  mournfully  enjoy 
Communion  with  our  Lord. 

5  As  though  we  every  one 

Beneath  his  cross  had  stood, 
And  seen  him  suffer,  heard  him  groan, 
And  felt  his  gushing  blood. 

6  O  God  !  'tis  finish'd  now, 

The  mortal  pang  is  past, 
By  faith  his  head  we  see  him  bow, 
And  hear  him  breathe  his  last. 


HYMN  167,  168. 


7  We  too,  with  him  are  dead, 
And  shall  with  him  arise, 
The  cross  on  which  he  bow'd  his  head 
Shall  lift  us  to  the  skies. 

HYMN  167.  (7s.) 

COME,  thou  everlasting  Spirit, 
Bring  to  every  thankful  mind, 
All  the  Saviour's  dying-  merit, 
All  his  suff'ring-s  for  mankind. 

2  True  recorder  of  his  passion, 

Now  the  living1  fire  impart, 
Now  reveal  his  great  salvation, 
Preach  his  gospel  to  our  heart. 

3  Come,  thou  witness  of  his  dying, 

Come,  remembrancer  divine, 
Let  us  feel  thy  power  applying 
Christ  to  souls  that  would  be  thine. 

4  Let  us  groan  his  inward  groaning, 

Look  on  him  we  pierced,  and  grieve ; 
All  receive  the  grace  atoning, 
All  the  sprinkled  blood  receive. 

HYMN  168.    (JO.  M.) 

pOME,  Saviour,  let  these  tokens  prove 
\J  (Fitted  by  heavenly  art,) 
As  channels  to  convey  thy  love 
To  every  faithful  heart. 

2  The  living  bread  sent  down  from  heaven, 
In  us  vouchsafe  to  be, 
Thy  flesh  for  all  the  world  is  given, 
And  all  may  live  by  thee. 
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HYMN  169,  170. 


3  Now,  Lord,  on  us  thy  flesh  bestow, 

A.nd  let  us  drink  thy  blood, 
Till  every  soul  shall  overflow 
With  all  the  life  of  God. 

4  Determined  nothing  else  to  know 

But  Jesus  crucified; 
I  will  not  from  my  Jesus  go, 
Or  leave  his  wounded  side. 

HYMN  169.    (S.  M.) 

&LORY  to  God  on  high, 
Our  peace  is  made  with  heaven, 
The  Son  of  God  came  down  to  die, 
That  we  might  be  forgiven. 

2  His  precious  blood  was  shed, 

His  body  bruised  for  sin, 
Remember  this  in  eating  bread, 
And  this  in  drinking  wine. 

3  Approach  his  royal  board, 

In  his  rich  garments  clad, 
Join  every  tongue  to  praise  the  Lord, 
And  every  heart  be  glad. 

4  The  Father  gives  the  Son, 

The  Son,  his  flesh  and  blood, 
Free  grace  applies,  and  faith  puts  on 
The  righteousness  of  God. 

HYMN  170.    (S.  M.) 

MY  Saviour's  wounded  side 
Pour'd  out  a  double  flood, 
By  water  we  are  purified, 
And  pardon'd  by  his  blood. 


HYMN  171. 


2  Call'd  from  above,  I  rise, 

And  wash  away  my  sin, 
The  stream  to  which  my  spirit  flies, 
Can  make  the  foulest  clean. 

3  It  runs  divinely  clear, 

A  fountain  deep  and  wide, 
'Twas  open'd  by  the  soldier's  spear, 
In  my  Redeemer's  side. 

— ©@@ 

WASHING  THE  SAINTS'  FEET. 

HYMN  171.    (L.  M.) 
On  Washing  Feet. 

WHEN  Jesus  Christ  was  here  below, 
He  taught  his  people  what  to  do ; 
And  if  we  would  his  precepts  keep, 
We  must  attend  to  washing-  feet. 

2  For  on  that  night  he  was  betray'd, 
He  for  us  all  a  pattern  laid; 

Soon  as  his  supper  he  did  eat, 

He  rose  and  wash'd  his  followers'  feet. 

3  The  Lord  who  made  the  earth  and  sky, 
Arose  and  laid  his  garments  by, 

And  wash'd  their  feet,  to  show  that  we, 
Like  Christ,  should  always  humble  be. 

4  He  wash'd  them  all,  tho'  all  were  clean 
Save  Judas,  who  was  full  of  sin; 

May  none  of  us,  like  Judas,  sell 
Our  Lord  for  gold  and  go  to  hell. 
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5  Peter  said,  Lord,  it  shall  not  be ; 
Thou  shalt  not  stoop  to  washing"  me, 

0  that  no  Christian  now  may  say, 

1  cannot  Jesus'  word  obey. 

6  Ye  call  me  "  Lord  and  master,"  too, 
Then  "do  as  I  have  done  to  you;" 
All  my  commands  and  sayings  keep, 
And  show  your  love  by  washing  feet. 

7  Ye  shall  be  happy  if  ye  know, 
And  do  these  things  by  faith  below  ; 
And  I'll  protect  you  till  you  die, 
And  then  remove  you  far  on  high. 


HYMN  172.    (L.  M.) 
The  desire  of  washing  Feet. 

TIMS  my  desire  with  God  to  walk, 
X  And  with  his  children  pray  and  talk; 
Though  1  should  persecuted  be, 
Jesus  did  suffer  so  for  me. 

2  'Tis  my  desire  baptized  to  be, 

As  a  command,  O  Lord,  from  thee; 
To  be  baptized  like  Christ  my  God, 
Who  was  immersed  in  Jordan's  flood. 

3  'Tis  my  desire,  around  thy  board 

To  meet  the  saints,  my  dearest  Lord; 

In  union  with  thy  Church  to  be, 

And  oft  commune  with  them  and  thee. 


4  'Tis  my  desire  with  saints  to  meet, 
And  wash  the  dear  disciples'  feet, 
To  do  as  Jesus  Christ,  my  Lord, 
Hath  bid  me  in  his  holy  word. 


HYMN  173. 
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5  'Tis  my  desire  to  bear  the  cross, 
And  yield  to  all  my  Saviour's  laws, 
To  follow  where  my  Jesus  leads. 
In  all  his  words,  in  all  his  deeds. 

6  'Tis  my  desire  to  flee  from  sin, 
And  ever  keep  my  conscience  clean; 
For  Christ  to  count  all  things  but  loss, 
And  glory  in  my  Saviour's  cross. 

7  'Tis  my  desire  to  watch  and  pray, 
And  serve  the  Lord  from  day  to  day; 
To  own  that  Jesus  is  my  king, 

And  yield  to  him  in  every  thing. 

8  'Tis  my  desire,  above  the  rest, 
To  lean  upon  my  Saviour's  breast; 
To  live  as  I  would  wish  to  die, 

And  then  to  dwell  with  God  on  high. 


HYMN  173.  (CM.) 

DISROBED  of  all  his  heavenly  dress, 
The  Saviour  came  to  earth, 
Clothed  in  a  veil  of  mortal  flesh, 
And  bow'd  his  head  in  death. 


2  That  awful  night,  in  which,  betray'd, 

He  introduced  the  feast, 
Which  we,  my  friends,  have  seen  display 'd, 
Where  each  has  been  a  guest. 

3  The  solemn  scene  about  to  close, 

To  make  the  whole  complete, 
He  meekly  from  communion  rose, 
And  wash'd  his  servants'  feet. 
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4  "  To  each,"  he  said,  "  let  others  do, 

"  As  I,  your  Lord,  have  done ; 
"The  heavenly  pattern  still  pursue, 
"In  form  as  I  have  shown." 

5  Since  Christ  has  the  example  set, 

Let  us,  with  one  accord, 
Thus  humbly  wash  each  other's  feet, 
Obedient  to  his  word. 


HYMN  174.  (CM.) 

DID  Christ  the  great  example  lead, 
For  all  his  humble  train, 
In  washing  his  disciples'  feet, 

And  wiping  them  again? 
O  glory  hallelujah!  praise  ye  my  God, 

0  glory  hallelujah!  love  and  serve  the  Lord. 

2  "  If  I,"  the  humble  Jesus  said, 

"  Your  feet  have  wash'd,  'tis  meet 
"  That  ye  do  likewise." — We  obey, 
And  wash  each  other's  feet. 
O  glory  hallelujah,  &c. 

3  O  blessed  Jesus,  at  thy  board 

I  have  thy  children  met, 
The  bread  I've  broke,  the  wine  I've  pour'd, 
And  now  would  wash  their  feet. 
O  glory  hallelujah,  &c. 

4  In  imitation  of  my  Lord, 

Who  blood  for  me  did  sweat ; 

1  yield  unto  his  sacred  word, 
And  wash  his  children's  feet. 

O  glory  hallelujah,  &c. 


HYMN  175,  176. 
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5  Yes,  blessed  Jesus,  I,  like  thee, 

Would  Christians  often  meet; 
The  least  of  all  the  flock  would  be, 
And  wash  the  pilgrim's  feet. 
O  glory  hallelujah,  &c. 

6  For  this,  let  men  reproach,  defame, 

And  call  me  what  they  will; 
I  still  would  follow  Christ  the  Lamb, 
And  be  his  servant  still. 
O  glory  hallelujah,  &c. 

HYMN  175.  (CM.) 
Example  of  Christ. 

WHAT  Christ  the  Lord  would  have  us  do, 
He  gives  us  plain  command, 
And  where  he  adds  example  too, 
How  can  we  ling'ring  stand? 

2  To  wash  the  feet  of  those  he  loves, 

Is  what  the  Saviour  bade, 
And  that  he  of  his  work  approves, 
Is  plain  from  what  he  did. 

3  O  Saviour,  take  my  pride  and  shame 

And  unbelief  away; 
Then  shall  I  learn  to  trust  thy  name, 
And  thy  commands  obey. 

4  Then  shall  I  lay  me  humbly  down, 

Beneath  thy  mercy  seat, 
Nor  court  the  smiles,  nor  dread  the  frowns 
Of  men,  while  washing  feet. 

HYMN  176.    (L.  M.) 
Washed  from  sin. 

WASH  me,  O  Lord,  from  every  sin, 
Then  shall  I  every  evil  flee, 
Wash  me,  and  keep  me  pure  within, 
Then  shall  I  live  alone  to  thee. 
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2  Wash  me,  and  seal  me  thus  thine  own, 

Wash  me,  O  Lord,  and  mine  thou  art, 
Wash  me,  but  not  my  feet  alone, 

My  head,  my  hands,  my  soul,  my  heart 

3  Then  shall  1  all  thy  word  obey, 

Then  shall  I  wash  my  brethren's  feet, 
Then  shall  1  rise  to  endless  day, 
My  glorious  Saviour's  face  to  meet. 


DEATH  BED  AND  FUNERAL  HYMNS. 

HYMN  177.    (C.  M.) 
Death  of  a  young  person. 

MY  Father  calls  me  to  his  arms, 
And  willingly  I  go  ; 
With  cheerfulness  I  bid  farewell 
To  every  thing  below. 

2  My  tender  parents,  kind  and  dear, 

I  bid  farewell  to  you; 
Though  nature  feels,  and  I  can  find 
'Tis  hard  to  say — adieu. 

3  Ye,  friends  and  kindred,  love  me  much, 

Ye  hold  me  near  your  heart; 
And  still  I  feel  that  I  can  love, 
And  find  it  hard  to  part. 

4  Ye,  brothers,  sisters,  me  you  love, 

And  love  I  also  feel; 
I  see  your  tender  passions  move, 
Your  grief  you  can't  conceal. 


HYMN  178. 
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5  But  do  not  weep  or  grieve  for  me, 
You  know  I  must  go  home  ; 
I  was  upon  a  visit  here, 
And  now  I  must  return. 

0  [Farewell,  thou  world,  with  all  thy  toys! 
For  thou  hast  been  to  me 
A  world  of  transitory  joys, 
Of  sin  and  vanity. 

7  Now  I  rejoice  to  leave  this  world 

Of  sorrow,  sin,  and  pain  ; 
I  know  I'm  wash'd  in  Jesus'  blood, 
And  shall  a  crown  obtain. 

8  I'm  going-  to  my  heavenly  friend, 

My  Jesus  and  my  all; 
He  calls  to  take  me  to  his  arms, 
I  will  obey  the  call.] 


X    A  death-bed  lamentation  hear! 
Ere  death  shall  blast  the  op'ning  flower, 
O  make  your  peace  and  calling  sure. 

2  In  pride,  and  wealth,  and  pleasure's  maze, 
I've  spent  the  morning  of  my  days, 

Nor  thought  my  sun  that  rose  so  bright, 
So  soon  would  set  in  endless  night. 

3  But  death  has  aim'd  the  fatal  blow, 
Down  to  the  grave  I  soon  must  go; 
Distressing  pains  my  vitals  tear, 

My  soul  is  rack'd  with  keen  despair. 


HYMN  178.    (L.  M.) 
Lamentation  of  a  young  lady. 
blooming  youth,  I  pray  give  ear, 


150 


HYMN  179. 


4  My  beauty,  once  my  greatest  pride, 
The  cold  and  silent  grave  will  hide; 
The  rose,  so  late  in  sweetest  bloom, 
Is  now  just  ripening  for  the  tomb. 

5  Oft  I  have  heard  the  gospel  call, 
But  madly  have  rejected  all; 
Refused  with  sinful  joys  to  part, 

And  grieved  the  Spirit  from  my  heart. 

6  Now  soon  with  me  shall  time  be  o'er, 
My  sun  shall  set,  and  rise  no  more ; 

I  soon  shall  sink  in  endless  pain, 
And  never,  never  rise  again. 

7  Ye  blooming  youth,  a  long  farewell, 

0  shun  the  path  that  leads  to  hell; 
Seek  now  your  slighted  Saviour's  face, 
No  more  despise  his  offer'd  grace. 

8  O  Christian  friends,  a  long  adieu, 

I've  been  reproved  and  warn'd  by  you ; 

Oft  have  I  heard  your  weeping  cry, 

"  Turn,  sinner,  turn;  why  will  you  die?" 

9  But  mercy  has  for  ever  fled, 

1  sink  among  the  silent  dead  ; 
My  life  is  o'er,  my  glass  is  run, 
Farewell  to  all  below  the  sun. 

HYMN  179.    (L.  M.) 
Shortness  of  Time — Hope  after  Death. 

A FEW  more  years  and  I  shall  lie 
Beneath  the  green,  luxuriant  sod, 
But  though  this  tenement  must  die, 
The  soul  shall  wing  her  flight  to  God. 


HYMN  180. 


151 


2  A  few  more  years,  and  every  grief 

Shall  be  extinguish'd  in  this  breast, 
When  death  will  bring  a  sweet  relief, 
And  I  shall  find  triumphant  rest. 

3  A  few  more  years,  and  all  is  o'er, 

Where  cares  and  fears  and  sorrows  rise, 
But  wing'd  with  love  I'll  pass  the  shore, 
And  join  the  anthem  in  the  skies. 

4  A  few  more  years,  this  glowing"  heart 

Shall  cease  its  warm  and  throbbing  beat, 
A  few  more  years,  with  earth  I'll  part,  j 
And  worship  at  my  Saviour's  feet. 

5  A  few  more  years,  and  1  shall  sleep 

Upon  a  culd  and  silent  bed, 
These  eyes  shall  then  forget  to  weep, 
These  limbs  shall  mingle  with  the  dead. 

6  A  few  more  years,  and  I  shall  cease 

Through  this  wide  wilderness  to  roam, 
Then  blooming  with  immortal  peace, 
God  will  recall  his  exile  home. 

7  A  few  more  years,  and  I  shall  mount, 

To  bask  in  that  eternal  sun 
Around  which  life's  celestial  founts 
In  everlasting  circles  run. 

HYMN  180.    (L.  M.) 

The  Death,  Burial,  and  Resurrection  of  a  Saint. 

TTT'HY  do  we  mourn  departing  friends, 

VV    Or  shake  at  death's  alarms? 
'Tis  but  the  voice  that  Jesus  sends, 
To  call  them  to  his  arms. 
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2  Are  we  not  tending  upward  too, 

As  fast  as  time  can  move? 
Nor  would  we  wish  the  hours  more  slow, 
To  keep  us  from  our  love. 

3  Why  should  we  tremble  to  convey 

Their  bodies  to  the  tomb? 
There  the  dear  flesh  of  Jesus  lay, 
And  left  a  long  perfume. 

4  The  graves  of  all  the  saints  he  bless'd, 

And  soften'd  every  bed  ; 
Where  should  the  dying  members  rest, 
But  with  their  dying  head? 

5  Thence  he  arose,  ascended  high, 

And  show'd  our  feet  the  Way  ; 
Up  to  the  Lord  our  souls  shall  fly 
At  the  great  rising  day. 

6  Then  let  the  last  loud  trumpet  sound, 

And  bid  our  kindred  rise  ; 
Awake,  ye  nations  under  ground, 
Ye  saints,  ascend  the  skies. 


HYMN  181.    (C.  M.) 

HARK!  from  the  tombs  a  doleful  sound, 
Mine  ears  attend  the  cry, 
"Ye  living  men,  come  view  the  ground 
"Where  you  must  shortly  lie. 

2  "  Princes,  this  clay  must  be  your  bed, 
«£In  spite  of  all  your  towers; 
"The  tall,  the  wise,  the  rev'rend  head 
"  Must  lie  as  low  as  ours." 


HYMN  182. 
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3  Great  God,  is  this  our  certain  doom? 

And  are  we  still  secure? 
Still  walking  downward  to  the  tomb, 
And  yet  prepared  no  more? 

4  Grant  us  the  power  of  quickening  grace, 

To  fit  our  souls  to  fly ; 
Then,  when  we  drop  this  dying  flesh, 
We'll  rise  above  the  sky. 

HYMN  182.    (S.  M.) 
The  expiring  Saint, 

BEHOLD  the  pleasant  bed, 
Where  lies  the  dying  saint ; 
Though  in  the  icy  arms  of  death, 
He  utters  no  complaint. 

2  His  aspect  is  serene  ; 

He  smiles  in  joyful  hope; 
He  knows  the  arm  on  which  he  rests 
Is  an  unfailing  prop. 

3  He  lifts  his  eyes  in  love 

To  his  Almighty  friend, 
Whose  power  from  every  fear  secures, 
And  guards  him  to  the  end. 

4  He  speaks  of  dying  love, 

Which  his  kind  Lord  display'd, 
And  trusts,  though  conquer'd  now  by  death, 
He  shall  like  him  be  made. 

5  He  knows  his  Saviour  died, 

And  from  the  dead  arose; 
He  looks  for  vict'ry  o'er  the  grave, 
And  death,  the  last  of  foes. 

11 
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6  His  happy  soul  is  wash'd 
In  sin-atoning-  blood ; 
Exulting  in  eternal  love, 
He  wing's  his  way  to  God. 

HYMN  183.    (C.  M.) 
On  the  Death  of  a  Youth. 

AND  art  thou  gone,  my  youthful  friend  ? 
And  art  thou  torn  from  me? 
Oh,  shall  I  never  more  on  earth 
Thy  blooming  features  see  ? 

2  Oh,  shall  1  no  more  hear  that  voice 

That  once  did  welcome  mine ; 
And  must  I  to  the  gloomy  grave, 
My  youthful  friend  resign? 

3  Oh,  shall  I  no  more  take  that  hand, 

That  once  to  me  was  given, 
When  we  our  promise  gave  to  help 
Each  other  on  to  heaven? 

4  Oh,  shall  we  no  more  take  the  walk 

Where  once  we  used  to  stray, 
In  twilight's  solitary  hour, 
When  we  retired  to  pray? 

5  Though  oft  together,  hand  in  hand, 

The  fields  and  roads  we'v?  walked, 
And  when  the  sun  sunk  in  the  west, 
Have  with  each  other  talk'd. 

6  Those  pleasant  hours  are  past  and  o'er, 

Which  1  have  spent  with  thee ; 
Stern  death  has  taken  thee  away, 
Thy  face  I  cannot  see. 


HYMN  183. 
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7  Though  death  has  taken  her  away, 

Her  body  turns  to  dust ; 
Why  should  I  mourn  her  early  loss, 
Who  did  her  Saviour  trust  ? 

8  Though  death  did  call  her  while  in  youth, 

She  willing  was  to  go, 
And  with  composure  bade  farewell 
To  all  her  friends  below. 

9  Though  many  wept  around  her  bed, 

Their  dying  friend  to  see; 
She  often  did  address  them  thus, 
"  O  shed  no  tears  for  me. 

10  "  This  body  it  will  turn  to  dust, 

From  pain  it  will  be  free ; 
My  friends,  prepare  to  meet  your  God, 
But  shed  no  tears  for  me. 

11  "You  soon  must  bid  this  world  adieu, 

This  world  you  love  so  well ; 
If  you're  not  wash'd  in  Jesus'  blood, 
Your  souls  must  sink  to  hell." 

12  Lord,  grant  the  warning  that  my  friend 

Did  on  her  death-bed  speak, 
May  be  remember'd  long  by  them, 
And  may  they  Jesus  seek. 

13  She  now  has  left  me  here  below, 

Yet  o'er  her  grave  I  weep, 
And  pray  that  I  may  reign  with  her, 
When  in  the  dust  1  sleep. 

14  Farewell,  my  friends,  a  short  adieu ; 

We  soon  may  meet  in  heaven, 
With  Jesus  we  shall  never  part, 
Nor  be  asunder  riven. 
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HYMN  184.    (S.  M.) 

Death  of  an  aged  Minister. 

SERVANT  of  God,  well  done, 
Rest  from  thy  loved  employ  ; 
The  battle  fought,  the  vict'ry  won, 
Enter  thy  Master's  joy. 

2  The  voice  at  midnight  came, 

He  started  up  to  hear ; 
A  mortal  arrow  pierced  his  frame, 
He  fell — but  felt  no  fear. 

3  Tranquil  amidst  alarms, 

It  found  him  on  the  field, 
A  vet'ran  slumb'ring  on  his  arms; 
Beneath  his  red -cross  shield. 

4  His  sword  was  in  his  hand, 

Still  warm  with  recent  fight, 
Ready  that  moment,  at  command, 
Through  rock  and  steel  to  smite. 

5  It  was  a  two-edged  blade, 

Of  heav'nly  temper  keen  ; 
And  double  were  the  wounds  it  made, 
Where'er  it  glanced  between. 

6  'Twas  death  to  sin — 'twas  life 

To  all  who  mourn'd  for  sin  ; 
It  kindled  and  it  silenced  strife, 
Made  war  and  peace  within. 

7  Oft  with  its  fiery  force 

His  arm  had  quell'd  the  foe, 
And  laid,  resistless  in  his  course, 
The  alien  armies  low. 


HYMN  185. 
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8  Rent  on  such  glorious  toils, 

The  world  to  him  was  loss, 
Yet  all  his  trophies,  all  his  spoils, 
He  hung  upon  the  cross. 

9  At  midnight  came  the  cry, 

"  To  meet  thy  God,  prepare  !" 
He  woke — and  caught  his  Captain's  eye  ; 
Then  strong  in  faith  and  prayer, 

10  His  spirit,  with  a  bound, 

Left  its  encumb'ring  clay  ; 
His  tent,  at  sunrise,  on  the  ground, 
A  darken'd  ruin  lay. 

11  The  pains  of  death  are  past, 

Labour  and  sorrow  cease  ; 
And,  life's  long  warfare  closed  at  last, 
His  soul  is  found  in  peace. 

12  Soldier  of  Christ,  well  clone  ! 

Praise  be  thy  new  employ; 
And  while  eternal  ages  run, 
Rest  in  thy  Saviour's  joy. 

HYMN  185.  (CM.) 
Death  of  a  Child. 

WAKE  up,  my  muse,  condole  with  those 
That  mourn  their  loss  this  day ; 
'  Let  tears  distil  on  every  face, 
And  every  mourner  pray. 

2  The  tyrant  death  came  rushing  in, 
Last  night  his  power  did  show ; 
Out  of  this  world  this  child  he  took, 
And  laid  its  visage  low. 
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HYMN  186. 


3  No  more  the  pleasant  child  is  seen 

To  please  its  parent's  eye ; 
The  tender  plant,  so  fresh  and  green, 
Is  in  eternity. 

4  The  golden  bowl  by  death  is  broke, 

The  pitcher  burst  in  twain  ; 
The  cistern  wheel  has  felt  the  stroke, 
The  pleasant  child  is  slain. 

5  The  winding  sheet  doth  bind  its  limbs, 

The  coffin  holds  it  fast ; 
To-day  it  *s  seen  by  all  its  friends, 
But  this  must  be  the  last, 

6  Until  the  Lord  doth  come  to  judge 

The  nations,  great  and  small; 
And  you  and  I  before  him  stand, 
And  at  his  presence  fall. 

HYMN  186.  (CM.) 
Submission  to  afflictive  Providences. — Job  i.  21. 

NAKED  as  from  the  earth  we  came, 
And  crept  to  life  at  first, 
We  to  the  earth  return  again, 
And  mingle  with  our  dust. 

2  The  dear  delights  we  here  enjoy, 

And  fondly  call  our  own, 
Are  but  short  favours  borrow 'd  now, 
To  be  repaid  anon. 

3  'Tis  God  who  lifts  our  comforts  high, 

Or  sinks  them  in  the  grave ; 
He  gives,  and  blessed  be  his  name ! 
He  takes  but  what  he  gave. 


HYMN  187,  188. 
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4  Peace  all  our  angry  passions  then, 

Let  each  rebellious  sigh 
Be  silent  at  his  righteous  will, 
And  every  murmur  die. 

5  If  smiling  mercy  crown  our  lives, 

Its  praises  shall  be  spread  ; 
And  we'll  adore  the  justice  too 
That  strikes  our  comforts  dead. 

HYMN  187.  (CM.) 

ALL  nature  dies,  and  lives  again, 
The  flower  that  paints  the  field, 
The  trees  that  crown  the  mountain's  brow, 
And  boughs  and  blossoms  yield, 

2  Resign  the  honours  of  their  form 

At  winter's  stormy  blast, 
And  leave  the  naked,  helpless  plain, 
A  desolated  waste. 

3  Yet  soon  reviving  plants  and  flowers, 

Anew  shall  deck  the  plain  ; 
The  woods  shall  hear  the  voice  of  spring, 
And  flourish  green  again. 

4  So,  to  the  dreary  grave  consign'd, 

Man  sleeps  in  death's  dark  gloom, 
Until  th'  eternal  morning  wake 
The  slumbers  of  the  tomb. 

HYMN  188.  (CM.) 

HEAR  what  the  voice  from  heaven  pro- 
For  all  the  pious  dead,  [claims 
Sweet  is  the  savour  of  their  names, 
And  soft  their  sleeping  bed. 
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HYMN  189. 


2  They  die  in  Jesus,  and  are  blest, 

How  kind  their  slumbers  are  ! 
From  suff 'ring,  and  from  sins  released, 
And  freed  from  every  snare. 

3  Far  from  this  world  of  toil  and  strife, 

They're  present  with  the  Lord, 
The  labours  of  their  mortal  life 
End  in  a  large  reward. 

— ©@@ 

MORNING  HYMNS. 

HYMN  189.    (8.  6s.) 
The  Christian's  Night  Thoughts. 

HOW  can  I  sleep  when  angels  sing, 
And  all  the  saints  on  high 
Cry  glory  to  the  eternal  King, 
The  Lamb  that  once  did  die? 

2  When  guardian  angels  fill  the  room, 

And,  hov'ring  round  my  bed, 
Clap  their  glad  wings  in  love  to  him 
Who  is  my  glorious  head. 

3  O  how  can  I  inactive  lie, 

And  thoughtless  all  the  night, 
When  those  celestial  spirits  praise 
The  Lord  with  all  their  might  ? 

4  Those  joyful  spirits  never  sleep, 

Their  love  is  always  new, 
Then,  O  my  soul,  no  longer  cease 
To  love  and  praise  him  too. 


HYMN  190. 
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5  For  T,  of  all  the  race  that  fell, 

Or  all  the  heav'nly  host, 
Have  greatest  cause,  with  humble  soul, 
To  love  and  praise  him  most. 

6  Did  God  the  Father  love  me  so, 

As  to  bestow  his  Son 
A  ransom,  sinners  to  redeem, 
And  save  from  wrath  to  come? 

7  Did  Jesus  leave  the  Father's  breast, 

That  heav'n  of  heav'ns  on  high, 
And  come  to  earth,  this  world  of  wo, 
For  guilty  man  to  die  ? 

8  And  has  the  Holy  Ghost  applied 

The  blood  of  Christ  to  me, 
To  cleanse  my  guilty  soul  from  sin, 
And  set  my  spirit  free  ? 


HYMN  190.  (CM.) 

WITH  me,  O  heaven  and  earth,  admire, 
Who  am  of  all  the  race 
The  chiefest  sinner,  and  deserve 
In  hell  the  hottest  place. 

2  Yet  mercy  here  and  truth  can  meet, 

And  God  can  justify, 
Through  Jesus  Christ's  most  precious  blood, 
So  vile  a  wretch  as  I. 

3  No  longer  then  will  I  lie  here, 

But  rise  to  praise  and  pray ; 
And  join  to  sing,  while  I  enjoy 
A  glimpse  of  heavenly  day. 
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4  I'll  view  the  glories  of  the  Lord, 

And  serve  hini  all  my  days; 
For  what  he  in  his  essence  is, 
My  soul  shall  sing  his  praise. 

5  His  glories  bind  my  soul  to  him, 

While  them  by  faith  I  see, 
For  which  adore  him,  O  my  soul, 
And  for  his  gifts  to  thee. 

6  Thanks  to  the  Father  for  the  Son, 

To  Christ  for  righteousness, 
And  to  the  Holy  Spirit,  who 
Bestow'd  this  heav'nly  dress. 

7  Lord,  give  me  strength  to  die  to  sin, 

And  run  the  Christian  race, 
To  live  to  God,  and  glorify 
The  riches  of  his  grace. 

8  My  lovely  Jesus,  while  on  earth, 

Arose  before  'twas  day, 
And  to  a  solitary  place 
Departed,  there  to  pray. 


HYMN  191.    (C.  M.) 

I'LL  do  as  did  my  blessed  Lord, 
His  footsteps  1  will  trace ; 
1  long  to  meet  him  in  the  grove, 
And  view  his  smiling  face. 

2  And  when  my  soul  hath  found  my  love, 
I'll  let  him  go  no  more  ; 
But  bring  him  to  my  father's  house, 
That  all  may  him  adore. 


HYMN  192. 
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3  Now  let  all  drowsiness  be  gone, 

Let  me  enjoy  my  Lord, 
And  let  my  mind  be  swallow'd  up 
In  his  eternal  word. 

4  If  meditations  all  divine, 

At  midnight  fill  my  soul. 
Sleep  shall  no  longer  all  my  powers 
And  faculties  control. 

5  But  I'll  arise,  and  sing  and  pray, 

And  spend  such  hours  of  joy, 
In  praising  him  whose  glorious  name 
My  heart  and  tongue  employ. 

6  Yet  if  my  nature  should  require, 

In  sleep  a  little  rest, 
Dear  Jesus,  let  it  be  no  more, 
Than  thou  shalt  think  it  best. 

HYMN  192.    (C.  M.) 
Sabbath. 

LORD,  in  the  morning  thou  shalt  hear 
My  voice  ascending  high : 
To  thee  will  I  direct  my  prayer, 
To  thee  lift  up  mine  eye. 

2  Up  to  the  hills  where  Christ  is  gone 

To  plead  for  all  his  saints, 
Presenting  at  the  Father's  throne 
Our  songs  and  our  complaints. 

3  Thou  art  a  God  before  whose  sight 

The  wicked  shall  not  stand, 
Sinners  shall  ne'er  be  thy  delight, 
Nor  dwell  at  thy  right  hand. 
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HYMN  193,  194. 


4  O  may  thy  spirit  guide  my  feet 

In  ways  of  righteousness! 
Make  every  path  of  duty  straight 
And  plain  before  my  face. 

5  Now  to  thy  house  will  1  resort, 

To  taste  thy  mercies  there ; 
I  will  frequent  thy  holy  court, 
And  worship  in  thy  fear. 

HYMN  193.  (CM.) 

ONCE  more,  my  soul,  the  rising  day 
Salutes  thy  waking  eyes  ; 
Once  more,  my  voice,  thy  tribute  pay 
To  him  that  rules  the  skies. 

2  Night  unto  night  his  name  repeats, 

The  day  renews  the  sound  ; 
Wide  as  the  heaven  on  which  he  sits, 
To  turn  the  seasons  round. 

3  'Tis  he  supports  my  mortal  frame, 

My  tongue  shall  speak  his  praise, 
My  sins  might  rouse  his  wrath  to  flame, 
But  yet  his  wrath  delays. 

4  O  God,  let  all  my  hours  be  thine, 

Whilst  I  enjoy  the  light ; 
Then  shall  my  sun  in  smiles  decline, 
And  bring  a  pleasing  night. 

HYMN  194.    (C.  M.) 

LORD,  in  the  morning  I  will  send 
My  cries  to  reach  thine  ear ; 
Thou  art  my  Father  and  my  friend, 
My  help  for  ever  near. 


HYMN  195. 


2  O  lead  me,  keep  me  all  this  day, 

Near  thee  in  perfect  peace ; 
Help  me  to  watch,  to  watch  and  pray, 
To  pray  and  never  cease. 

3  I  know  my  roving-  feet  will  err; 

Unless  thou  be  my  guide  ; 
Warn  me  of  every  foe  and  snare, 
And  keep  me  near  thy  side. 

4  Then  shall  I  pass  all  dangers  safe, 

And  tread  the  tempter  down  ; 
My  faith,  my  hope,  trust  and  relief, 
Shall  be  in  thee  alone. 

HYMN  195.    (C.  M.) 
The  Lord's  Day  Morning. 

THIS  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made ; 
He  calls  the  hours  his  own  ; 
Let  heaven  rejoice,  let  earth  be  glad, 
And  praise  surround  the  throne. 

2  To-day  he  rose  and  left  the  dead, 

And  Satan's  empire  fell; 
To-day  his  saints  his  triumphs  spread, 
And  all  his  wonders  tell. 

3  Hosanna  to  th'  anointed  King, 

To  David's  holy  Son  ! 
Help  us,  0  Lord,  descend  and  bring 
Salvation  from  thy  throne. 

4  Blest  be  the  Lord,  who  comes  to  men, 

With  messages  of  grace; 
Who  comes  in  God  his  Father's  name, 
To  save  our  sinful  race. 
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HYMN  196,  197. 


5  Hosanna,  in  the  highest  strains 
The  church  on  earth  can  raise  ; 
The  highest  heaven,  in  which  he  reigns, 
Shall  give  him  nobler  praise. 

HYMN  196.    (S.  M.) 
For  the  Lord's  Day  Morning. 

WELCOME,  sweet  day  of  rest, 
That  saw  the  Lord  arise  ; 
Welcome  to  this  reviving  breast, 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes. 

2  The  King  himself  comes  near, 

And  feasts  his  saints  to-day  ; 
Here  we  may  sit  and  see  him  here, 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray. 

3  One  day  amidst  the  place 

Where  my  dear  Lord  is  seen, 
Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 
Of  pleasurable  sin. 

4  My  willing  soul  would  stay 

In  such  a  frame  as  this, 
And  sit  and  sing  herself  away 
To  everlasting  bliss. 

HYMN  197.    (L.  M.) 

0 COULD  my  soul  this  morning  rise, 
And  feel  that  life  that  never  dies; 
I'd  praise  that  hand,  with  all  my  powers, 
That  guarded  my  unguarded  hours. 

2  'Tis  he  who  gives  me  life  divine ; 
In  him,  eternal  joys  are  mine ; 


HYMN  198,  199. 


Then  rouse  my  soul,  bid  sloth  adieu, 
Thy  Jesus  love,  and  him  pursue. 

3  Haste  on  to  that  immortal  shore, 

Where  night  and  sleep  are  known  no  more 
There  shall  I  soon  in  glory  rise 
With  seraphs,  in  a  sweet  surprise. 

4  There  shall  I  raise  a  morning  song, 
With  all  the  vast  angelic  throng; 
Sailing  in  everlasting  peace, 

My  morning  song  shall  never  cease. 

HYMN  198.    (C.  M.) 

THE  morning  breaks,  my  soul  awakes, 
To  sing  new  songs  of  praise ; 
My  joyful  theme  of  him  I  make, 
Who  lengthens  out  my  days. 

2  In  gentle  slumbers  pass'd  the  night, 

In  joyful  hope  the  day; 
In  praising  him  with  great  delight, 
Who  keeps  me  in  his  way. 

3  While  a  stranger  far  from  home, 

O!  keep  my  heart  above, 
Till  brighter  views  of  Jesus  come, 
And  all  my  soul  be  love. 


HYMN  199.    (S.  M.) 

SEE  how  the  morning  sun 
Pursues  his  shining  way, 
And  wide  proclaims  his  Maker's  praise, 
With  every  bright'ning  ray. 
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HYMN  200. 


2  Thus  would  my  rising  soul 

Its  heavenly  parent  sing, 
And  to  its  great  original 
The  humble  tribute  bring. 

3  Serene  I  laid  me  down, 

Beneath  his  guardian  care  ; 
I  slept,  and  I  awoke  and  found 
My  kind  Preserver  near. 

4  My  life  I  would  anew 

Devote,  O  Lord,  to  thee, 
And  in  thy  service  I  would  spend 
A  long  eternity. 


EVENING  HYMNS, 

HYMN  200.    (L.  M.) 
For  the  Lord's  Morning. — See  Psalm  xcii. 

SWEET  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 
To  praise  thy  name,  give  thanks  and  sing, 
To  show  thy  love  by  morning  light, 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truths  by  night. 

2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest, 

No  mortal  care  shall  seize  my  breast; 
O  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found, 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound. 

3  My  heart  shall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 
And  bless  his  works  and  bless  his  word ; 
Thy  works  of  grace  how  bright  they  shine, 
How  deep  thy  counsels !  how  divine ! 


HYMN  201. 


4  But  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part, 
When  grace  hath  well  refined  my  heart, 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joys  are  shed 
Like  holy  oil,  to  cheer  my  head. 

5  Sin  (my  worst  enemy  before) 

Shall  vex  my  eyes  and  ears  no  more ; 
My  inward  foes  shall  all  be  slain ; 
Nor  Satan  break  my  peace  again. 

6  Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know 
All  1  desired  or  wish'd  below ; 

And  every  power  find  sweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 

HYMN  201.    (C.  M.) 
For  Children,  Morning  or  Evening. 

NOW  in  the  days  of  tender  youth, 
My  God,  my  heavenly  King, 
May  I  pursue  the  ways  of  truth, 
Nor  do  a  wicked  thing. 

2  But  learn  to  read  thy  word,  and  pray, 

And  make  it  my  delight 
To  ask  thy  guidance  through  the  day, 
And  bless  thy  name  at  night. 

3  And  in  the  morning  when  I  rise, 

To  call  my  thoughts  away  ; 
And  lift  my  infant  hands  and  eyes 
Up  to  the  God  of  day. 

4  The  mighty  God,  who  loves  to  hear 

The  fervent  prayer  of  all, 
Will  surely  lend  a  list'ning  ear, 
When  little  children  call. 
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HYMN  202,  203. 


5  He  will  their  infant  wants  supply 
With  blessings  from  above, 
And  soon  will  raise  their  spirits  high, 
To  sing  redeeming  love. 

HYMN  202.    (C.  M.) 

LORD,  thou  wilt  hear  me  when  I  pray, 
I  am  for  ever  thine; 
I  fear  before  thee  all  the  day, 
Nor  would  I  dare  to  sin. 

2  And  while  I  rest  my  weary  head, 

From  cares  and  business  free, 
'Tis  sweet  conversing  on  my  bed, 
With  my  own  heart  and  thee. 

3  I  pay  this  ev'ning  sacrifice  ; 

And  when  my  work  is  done, 
Great  God,  my  steadfast  faith  relies 
Upon  thy  grace  alone. 

4  Thus  with  my  thoughts  composed  to  peace, 

I'll  give  mine  eyes  to  sleep  ; 
Thy  hand  in  safety  keeps  my  days, 
And  will  my  slumbers  keep. 

HYMN  203.    (S.  M.) 

ANOTHER  day  is  past, 
The  hours  for  ever  fled  ; 
And  time  is  bearing  me  in  haste, 
To  mingle  with  the  dead. 

2  Perhaps  my  closing  eyes 

No  more  may  hail  the  lightt 
Seal'd  up  before  the  morning  rise, 
In  everlasting  night. 


HYMN  204. 


3  This  mortal  frame  must  lie 

Unconscious  in  the  tomb  ; 
But  O,  where  will  my  spirit  fly, 
And  what  will  be  her  doom? 

4  Jesus,  if  thou  art  mine, 

O  let  thy  heavenly  voice 
Confirm  my  hope  with  love  divine, 
And  make  my  soul  rejoice. 

5  Then  shall  my  closing  eyes, 

Contented,  sink  to  rest; 
Then,  if  to-night  this  body  dies, 
My  spirit  shall  be  blest. 


HYMN  204.    (S.  M.) 

THE  day  is  past  and  gone  ; 
The  evening  shades  appear  ; 
O  may  we  all  remember  well, 
The  night  of  death  draws  near. 

2  We  lay  our  garments  by, 

Upon  our  beds  to  rest ; 
So  death  will  soon  disrobe  us  all 
Of  what  we  here  possess. 

3  Lord,  keep  us  safe  this  night, 

Secure  from  every  fear, 
May  angels  guard  us  while  we  sleep, 
Till  morning  light  appear. 

4  And  when  we  early  rise, 

And  view  th*  unwearied  sun, 
May  we  set  out  to  win  the  prize, 
And  after  glory  run. 
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HYMN  205. 


5  And  when  our  days  are  past, 
And  we  from  time  remove, 
O  may  we  in  thy  bosom  rest, 
The  bosom  of  thy  love. 


HYMN  205.    (C.  M.) 

SWEET  was  the  time,  when  first  I  felt 
The  Saviour's  pard'ning  blood, 
Applied  to  cleanse  my  soul  from  guilt, 
And  bring  me  home  to  God. 

2  Soon  as  the  morn  the  light  reveal'd, 

His  praises  tuned  my  tongue, 
And  when  the  evening  shades  prevail'd, 
His  love  was  all  my  song. 

3  In  vain  the  tempter  spread  his  Wiles, 

The  world  no  more  could  charm; 
I  lived  upon  my  Saviour's  smiles, 
And  lean'd  upon  his  arm. 

4  In  prayer  my  soul  drew  near  the  Lord, 

And  saw  his  glory  shine ; 
And  when  I  read  his  holy  word, 
I  call'd  each  promise  mine. 

5  Then  to  his  saints  I  often  spoke 

Of  what  his  love  had  done  ;  .  * 

But  now,  my  heart  is  almost  broke, 
For  all  my  joys  are  gone. 

6  Now,  when  the  evening  shade  prevails, 

My  soul  in  darkness  mourns; 
And  when  the  morn  the  light  reveals, 
No  light  to  me  returns. 


HYMN  206. 
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7  My  prayers  are  but  a  chatt'ring  noise, 

For  Jesus  hides  his  face; 
1  read,  the  promise  meets  my  eyes, 
But  does  not  meet  my  case. 

8  Now  Satan  threatens  to  prevail, 

And  make  my  soul  his  prey ; 
O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  my  soul, 
And  come  without  delay. 

9  Remove  these  bars  of  unbelief, 

My  inbred  lusts  destroy, 
Then  shall  I  find  a  sweet  relief, 
And  praise  my  powers  employ. 


HYMN  206.  (L.M.) 

rilHUS  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on, 
1    Thus  far  his  power  prolongs  my  days, 
And  every  evening  shall  make  known 
Some  fresh  memorial  of  his  grace. 

2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste, 

And  1,  perhaps,  am  near  my  home  ; 
But  he  forgives  my  follies  past, 

And  gives  me  strength  for  days  to  come. 

3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep, 

Peace  be  the  pillow  for  my  head ; 
While  well  appointed  angels  keep 
Their  watchful  station  round  my  bed. 

4  In  vain  the  sons  of  earth  and  hell 

Tell  me  a  thousand  frightful  things ; 
My  God  in  safety  makes  me  dwell 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  his  wings. 
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HYMN  207,  208. 


5  Thus,  when  the  night  of  death  shall  come, 
My  flesh  shall  rest  beneath  the  ground, 
And  wait  his  voice  t'  unlock  my  tomb, 
With  sweet  salvation  in  the  sound. 

HYMN  207.    (C.  M.) 

AWAKE,  my  soul,  to  meet  the  day, 
Unfold  thy  drowsy  eyes, 
And  burst  the  pond'rous  chain  that  loads 
Thine  active  faculties. 

2  God's  guardian  shield  was  round  me  spread, 

In  my  defenceless  sleep  ; 
Let  him  have  all  my  waking  hours, 
Who  doth  my  slumbers  keep. 

3  Pardon,  O  God,  my  former  sloth, 

And  arm  my  soul  with  grace, 
As  rising  now,  I  seal  my  vows 
To  prosecute  thy  ways. 

4  Bright  Sun  of  Righteousness,  arise, 

Thy  radiant  beams  display, 
And  guide  my  dark,  bewilder'd  soul 
To  everlasting  day. 

HYMN  208.    (0.  M.) 

NOW  from  the  altar  of  our  hearts, 
Let  warmest  thanks  arise, 
Assist  us,  Lord,  to  offer  up 
Our  evening  sacrifice. 

2  This  day  God  was  our  sun  and  shield, 
Our  keeper  and  our  guide, 
His  care  was  on  our  weakness  shown, 
His  mercies  multiplied. 


ITYMN  209. 
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3  Minutes  and  mercies  multiplied, 

Have  made  up  all  this  day, 
Minutes  came  quick,  but  mercies  were 
More  swift  and  free  than  they. 

4  New  time,  new  favours,  and  new  joys, 

Do  a  new  song  require ; — 
Till  we  shall  praise  thee  as  we  would, 
Accept  our  heart's  desire. 

HYMN  209.    (L.  M.) 

MY  God,  how  endless  is  thy  love, 
Thy  gifts  are  every  evening  new, 
And  morning  mercies  from  above, 
Gently  descend  like  early  dew. 

2  Thou  spread'st  the  curtains  of  the  night, 

Great  guardian  of  my  sleeping  hours, 
Thy  sovereign  word  restores  the  light, 
And  quickens  all  my  drowsy  powers. 

3  I  yield  myself  to  thy  command, 

To  thee  devote  my  nights  and  days, 
Perpetual  blessings  from  thy  hand, 
Demand  perpetual  songs  of  praise. 


1 


FAREWELL  SONGS. 


SONG  1.  (Ss.) 
Parting  Hands- 

MY  dearest  friends  in  bonds  of  love, 
Our  hearts  in  sweetest  union  prove, 
Our  friendship 's  like  a  drawing  band, 
Yet  we  must  take  the  parting  hand. 
Your  presence  sweet,  your  union  dear, 
Your  words  delightful  to  my  ear, 
And  when  I  see  that  we  must  part, 
You  draw  like  cords  around  my  heart, 
i 

2  How  sweet  the  hours,have  pass'd  away, 
When  we  have  met  to  sing  and  pray,  * 
How  loath  I've  been  to  leave  the  place 
"Where  Jesus  shows  his  smiling  face — 

O  could  I  stay  with  friends  so  kind, 
How  it  would  cheer  my  struggling  mind, 
But  duty  makes  me  understand 
That  we  must  take  the  parting  hand. 

/  /  /  j 

3  And  since  it  is  God's  holy  will, 
We  must  be  parted  for  a  while, 
In  sweet  submission,  all  in  one, 
We'll  say,  our  Father's  will  be  done. 
Dear  fellow  youth,  in  Christian  ties, 
Who  seek  for  mansions  in  the  skies, 
Fight  on,  you'll  win  that  happy  shore 
Where  parting  hands  are  known  no  more. 
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4  How  oft  I've  seen  the  flowing  tears, 
And  heard  you  tell  your  hopes  and  fears, 
Ypur  hearts  with  love  have  seem'd  to  flame, 
Which  makes  me  hope  we'll  meet  again. 
Ye  mourning  souls,  in  sad  surprise, 
Jesus  remembers  all  your  cries — 

0  taste  his  grace: — in  Canaan's  land 
We'll  no  more  take  the  parting  hand. 

SONG  2.    (C.  M.) 

OLORD,  the  time  is  come  when  we 
Must  part  a  while  below; 
May  we  each  other's  faces  see, 
Where  parting  is  no  more. 

2  My  friends,  I  bid  you  all  farewell, 
In  tears  we  part  to-day ; 
May  you  and  I  in  Jesus  dwell, 
Who'll  wipe  all  tears  away. 

SONG  3.    (10,  12.) 

MY  brethren,  farewell!  we  part  for  a  while; 
1  am  sorry  to  leave  you,  I  love  you  so  well, 

1  shortly  must  go,  and  where  I  don't  know, 
But  wherever  I'm  station'd  the  trumpet  I'll 

blow. 

2  Strange  people  I'll  find,I  hope  they'll  prove  kind, 
Strange  places,  nor  faces,  can't  alter  my  mind, 
Wherever  I  be,  I'll  still  pray  for  thee, 

And  you,  my  dear  brethren,  pray  likewise  for 
me. 

3  In  this  world  I  toil,  and  labour  a  while, 

But  labour  seems  sweet  when  my  Saviour  doth 
smile, 


SONG  4. 
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And  when  I  have  done,  I  hope  to  get  home, 
Where  my  Saviour  sits  smiling,  and  bids  me  to 
come. 

4  Poor  sinners,  adieu,  I  am  sorry  for  you, 

If  you're  unprepared,  O  what  will  you  do? 
What  horror  will  seize,  what  dreadful  amaze, 
When  the  earth  and  the  heavens  are  wrapt  in 
a  blaze? 

5  Poor  mourners,  adieu,  I'm  sorry  for  you, 

My  heart 's  full  of  sorrow,  O  what  will  you  do? 
If  I  see  you  no  more  till  the  trumpet  shall  roar, 
I  hope  I  shall  meet  you  on  Canaan's  bright  shore. 

6  When  my  Saviour  doth  come,  and  take  us  all 

home, 

We'll  sing  in  bright  mansions  where  griefs  never 
I'm  anxious  to  go  from  sorrow  and  wo,  [come, 
For  the  hopes  of  bright  glory  I'll  leave  all  below. 

SONG  4.    (C.  M.) 
Brethren  Farewell. 

BRETHREN,  farewell,  I  grieve  to  tell, 
That  you  and  I  must  part; 
I  go  away,  and  here  you  stay, 
But  still  we're  join'd  in  heart. 

2  Your  love  to  me  has  been  most  free, 

Your  conversation  sweet, 
How  can  I  bear  to  journey  where 
With  you  I  cannot  meet? 

3  Yet  still  I  find  my  heart  inclined 

To  do  my  work  below, 
When  Christ  doth  call  I  trust  I  shall 
Be  found  prepared  to  go. 
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4  I  trust  you'll  pray  both  night  and  day, 

And  keep  your  garments  white, 
For  you  and  me,  that  we  may  be 
The  children  of  the  light. 

5  If  I'm  call'd  home  while  I  am  gone, 

Indulge  no  tears  for  me, 
I  hope  to  sing  and  praise  my  King, 
Through  all  eternity. 

6  Millions  of  years  above  the  spheres, 

I'll  pass  in  sweet  repose, 
While  beauties  bright  unto  my  sight, 
Their  sacred  sweets  disclose. 

7  I  long  to  go,  then  farewell  wo, 

My  soul  shall  be  at  rest, 
No  more  shall  I  complain  or  sigh, 
But  taste  the  heavenly  feast. 

8  O  may  we  "meet,  in  joy  complete, 

And  long  together  dwell, 
And  praise  the  Lord  with  one  accord, 
So  brethren  all,  farewell. 

SONG  5.    (C.  M.) 
A  Travelling  Preacher's  Farewell. 

I HEAR  the  gospel's  joyful  sound, 
An  organ  I  shall  be, 
To  sound  aloud  redeeming  love, 
And  sinners'  misery. 

2  Loving  brethren,  fare  you  well; 
My  Jesus  doth  me  call ; 
I  leave  you  here  with  God,  until 
I  meet  you  once  for  all. 


SONG  6. 


3  My  clear  connexions  I  forsake, 

My  family  and  house, 
And  to  the  wilderness  betake, 
To  pay  the  Lord  my  vows. 

4  Here,  I  forsake  the  choicest  gifts 

That  nature  can  afford, 
And  wear  the  shield  into  the  field, 
To  wait  upon  the  Lord. 

5  Now  through  the  wilderness  I'll  run, 

Preaching  the  gospel  free  ; 
Until  my  work  is  fully  done, 
The  Lord  will  comfort  me. 

6  And  if  through  preaching  I  should  gain 

True  subjects  to  my  Lord, 
'Twill  more  than  recompense  my  pain, 
To  see  them  love  his  word. 

7  Farewell,  my  friends,  I  must  be  gone, 

My  Saviour's  love  to  tell ; 
O  dwell  in  love,  like  those  above, 
And  then  you'll  all  fare  well. 

SONG  6.    (L.  M.) 

A  Travelling  Preacher. 

OH!  if  poor  sinners  could  but  know 
How  much  for  them  I  undergo, 
They  would  not  treat  me  with  contempt, 
Nor  curse  me  when  I  say  repent. 

2  Give  credit  now  to  what  I  say, 
And  mind  it  till  the  judgment  day; 
Of  God  I'm  sent,  constrain'd  to  go, 
To  call  upon  both  high  and  low. 
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3  And  wo  is  me  if  I  refrain 
From  going  forth  in  God's  great  name; 
A  dispensation  I've  received, 
And  my  kind  friends  I  now  must  leave. 

4  My  parents'  house  I  bid  adieu, 
My  toilsome  journey  to  pursue, 
To  distant  climes  I  now  repair, 
To  call  poor  sinners  far  and  near. 

5  But  O,  the  trials  of  my  heart, 
To  think  I  must  with  parents  part ; 
In  tears  I  left  them,  fill'd  with  grief, 
I  could  not  give  their  hearts  relief. 

6  They  brought  me  up  with  tender  care, 
And  for  my  health  no  pains  did  spare; 
Exposed  themselves  both  night  and  day, 
While  fevers  wore  my  flesh  away. 

7  My  loving  brethren  think  it  strange, 
That  I  should  leave  my  nearest  friends ; 
My  sisters  wonder  where  I  am, 
That  I  do  not  return  to  them. 

8  Ye  list'ning  nations,  pray  give  ear, 
While  I  to  you  the  truth  declare  ; 
May  wisdom  now  inspire  my  heart, 
My  joys  and  sorrows  to  impart. 

9  Through  winds,  and  storms  of  rain  and  snow, 
Both  day  and  night  I  have  to  go, 

To  attend  th'  appointments  I  have  made, 
Or  find  a  place  to  lay  my  bead. 

SONG  7.    (L.  M.) 
A  Travelling  Preacher's  Hymn. 

THROUGH  sultry  climes  and  deserts  wide, 
I  am  directed  by  my  guide; 


SONG  7. 
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No  cooling  streams  to  quench  my  thirst, 
If  I  for  want  should  turn  to  dust. 

2  I  draw  no  pension  here  below, 
To  pay  my  charges  as  I  go, 

I  go  forth  on  my  own  expense, 
And  trust  in  God  for  my  defence. 

3  Oft  times  with  hunger  I  grow  faint; 
I  travel  on  till  almost  spent; 

I  find  no  friend  or  helper  nigh, 
But  him  who  hears  the  raven's  cry. 

4  Through  streams  and  rivers  deep  and  wide, 
Both  high  and  swift  I  have  to  ride  ; 

The  rolling  current  beats  with  force, 
And  often  drives  me  from  my  course. 

5  The  thunder  roars,  when  clouds  arise, 
Tempest  and  darkness  veil  the  skies ; 
All  nature  trembles  at  the  sound, 
And  wet  and  cold  I'm  often  found. 

^  "'it  greater  perils  wait  me  yet, 

ten  I  with  my  false  brethren  meet ; 
1  heir  clothing  is  much  like  the  saints', 
But  God  abhors  their  false  pretence. 

7  I  do  not  limit  conflicts  here, 
The  foes  within  I  have  to  fear ; 
I'm  often  into  bondage  brought, 
In  ways  that  I  but  little  thought. 

8  But  yet,  I  hear  a  heavenly  voice, 
.  Saying,  arise,  in  ine  rejoice  ; 

Go  to  the  world's  remotest  bound, 
I'll  be  thy  friend  when  foes  surround. 
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SONG  8.    (C.  M.) 

The  Christian's  Farewell. 

FAREWELL,  my  brethren,  all  farewell, 
I  leave  you  with  the  Lord, 
O  may  you  shun  the  paths  of  hell, 
By  cleaving1  to  his  word. 

2  You  are  most  near  and  dear  to  me, 

I  have  you  in  my  heart ; 
Yet  the  best  friends  must  sever'd  be, 
So  you  and  I  must  part. 

3  Although  I  leave  you  for  awhile, 

I'll  meet  you  once  again, 
And  if  it  be  not  in  this  world, 
'Twill  be  on  Canaan's  plain. 

4  There      snail  meet  and  never  part, 

And  see  our  glorious  King ; 
With  harp  in  hand  before  him  stand, 
And  endless  praises  sing. 

SONG  9.  (8s.) 

FAREWELL,  my  brethren  dear,  farewell, 
It  grieves  me  so  no  tongue  can  tell, 
To  think  that  you  and  I  must  part, 
It  hurts  my  mind  and  grieves  my  heart. 

2  My  brethren  and  my  sisters  dear, 
All  who  desire  these  names  to  bear, 
When  your  kind  Lord  doth  on  you  smile, 
Remember  me,  a  mourning  child. 

3  1  mourn,  I  utter  sad  complaints, 
To  part  with  you  my  heart  relents, 


SONG  10. 


To  hear  you  talk  no  more  of  God, 
Nor  preach  the  Gospel  from  his  word. 

4  O  why,  my  soul,  why  these  complaints 
Our  God  he  is  the  King-  of  saints, 

•  Where  he  commands  there  I  must  go, 
To  preach  the  Gospel  here  below. 

5  Submit,  my  stubborn  will,  to  him 
Who  rules  and  governs  all  mankind, 
Trust  to  his  grace  to  meet  above, 
With  those  who  sing  redeeming  love. 


SPIRITUAL  SONGS. 

SONG  10.    (7.  6s.) 

THUS  saith  the  Lord  of  glory, 
I'll  have  this  world  to  know  me, 
For  all  must  stand  before  me 

T*  account  for  what  they've  done: 
I  am  the  God  of  Heaven, 
Eternal,  ever-living, 
All  things  are  my  creation, 
For  I  am  God  alone. 

2  O  sinners,  will  you  hear  me  ? 
Repent,  and  do  believe  me, 
For  you  can  not  deceive  me, 

All  things  to  me  are  known. 
Yourselves  you  are  deceiving, 
My  word  you're  disbelieving, 
Damnation  you're  receiving, 
From  me,  the  God  alone. 

13 
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SONG  10. 


3  O,  do  you  seek  for  pleasure. 
Or  do  you  seek  for  treasure, 
Or  what  is  your  desire? 

Come,  make  it  quickly  known. 
I  am  the  God  of  pleasure, 
And  I'm  the  God  of  treasure, 
And  there  is  no  one  higher 

Than  I,  the  God  alone. 

4  O  will  you  be  reform'd, 
And  to  my  word  conformed, 
My  ransom  is  provided, 

If  you  will  only  come, 
But  if  you  do  refuse  it, 
I  never  will  excuse  it, 
Because  you  Jo  abuse  it, 

For  I  am  God  alone. 

5  Draw  nerr  to  me,  my  Zion, 
For  I  am  Judah's  Lion, 
I've  often  heard  you  crying, 

And  listen'd  to  your  moan. 
I  never  will  forsake  you, 
But  ever  will  protect  you, 
From  evil  I  will  save  you, 

For  I  am  God  alone. 

6  I  am  your  friend  and  father, 
Your  comforter  and  brother, 
Love  me  and  one  another, 

My  mercy  is  made  known; 
Forsake  all  sinful  pleasure, 
And  1  will  be  your  treasure, 
I'll  grant  you  your  desire, 

For  I  am  Gud  alone. 


SONG  11. 
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SONG  11.    (8.  6s.) 
HAPPY  time  long-  waited  for, 


Since  I  have  met  the  saints  once  more, 

O  may  we  never  part. 
Temptations  cease  to  break  my  peace, 

And  all  my  sorrows  die, 
When  I  with  you  my  love  renew, 
%0!  what  a  heaven  have  I. 

2  My  sorrow 's  past,  and  I  at  last 

Have  heavenly  comfort  found, 
My  heart  to  Jesus  I  have  given, 

And  I'm  for  heaven  bound. 
If  fellowship  with  saints  below 

Is  to  our  souls  so  sweet, 
What  heavenly  raptures  shall  we  know, 

When  round  his  throne  we  meet. 

3  While  here  we  sit  and  sing*  his  love, 

With  raptures  so  divine, 
With  patience  more  like  those  above, 

While  in  those  songs  we  join ; 
Our  hearts  are  fill'd  with  holy  zeal, 

We  long  to  see  the  King, 
We  long  to  reach  the  heavenly  hill, 

Where  saints  and  angels  sing. 

4  Sinners,  come  try,  you  that  stand  by, 

You  may  be  happy  too, 
Christ  died  for  all  that  on  him  call: 

Sinners,  he  died  for  vou. 
If  I  could  know  which  of  you'd  go, 

I'd  take  you  by  the  hand, 
And  lead  you  on  the  way  Christ  went, 

Toward  the  heavenly  land. 


The  comfort  of  my  heart, 
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5  On  the  other  hand,  if  you  will  stand 

Just  on  the  brink  of  hell, 
I  first  you  warn  then  my  back  turn, 

And  bid  you  all  farewell, 
For  I  must  go  to  Christ  I  know, 

I  long1  with  him  to  dwell, 
The  saints  also  will  bid  adieu, 

Poor  sinners,  all  farewell. 

SONG  12.    (10,  11.) 

OTELL  me  no  more  of  this  world's  vain 
store, 

The  time  for  such  trifles  with  me  now  is  o'er; 
A  country  I've  found,  where  true  joys  abound, 
To  dwell  I'm  determin'd  on  that  happy  ground. 

2  The  souls  that  believe,  in  Paradise  live, 
And  me  in  that  number  will  Jesus  receive; 
My  soul,  don't  delay,  he  calls  thee  away, 
Rise,  follow  thy  Saviour,  and  bless  the  glad  day. 

3  No  mortal  doth  know  what  he  can  bestow, 
What  light,  strength  and  comfort  —  go  after 

him,  go, 

Lo,  onward  1  move,  to  a  country  above, 
None  guesses  how  wondrous  my  journey  will 
prove. 

4  Great  spoils  shall  I  win  from  death,  hell  and  sin, 
'Midst  outward  afflictions  I'll  feel  Christ  within, 
And  when  I'm  to  die,  receive  me,  I'll  cry; 
For  Jesus  hath  loved  me,  I  cannot  tell  why. 

5  But  this  I  do  find,  we  two  are  so  join'd, 
He'll  not  live  in  glory  and  leave  me  behhid; 
So  this  is  the  race  I'm  running  thro'  grace, 
Henceforth,  till  admitted  to  see  my  Lord's  face. 


SONG  13. 
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6  And  now  I'm  in  care,  that  all  men  may  share 
These  blessings  ;  to  seek  them  will  none  of  you 
dare  ? 

In  bondage,  O  why,  and  death,  will  you  lie, 
When  one  here  assures  you  free  grace  is  so 
nigh  ? 

SONG  13.  (8s.) 
Jesus  reigns. 

TTEAR  the  royal  proclamation, 
jLJ_  The  glad  tidings  of  salvation, 
Proclaim'd  aloud  to  every  creature, 
Of  the  ruin'd  sons  of  nature, 
Jesus  reigns, 

He  reigns  victorious 

Over  heaven  and  earth,  most  glorious. 

2  See  the  royal  banner  flying, 
Hear  the  heralds  loudly  crying, 
Rebel  sinners,  royal  favour 
Now  is  offer'd  by  the  Saviour. 

Jesus  reigns,  &c. 

3  Here,  ye  sons  of  wrath  and  ruin, 

Ye  who've  wrought  your  own  undoing, 
Here  are  life  and  free  salvation, 
Offer'd  to  the  whole  creation, 
Jesus  reigns,  &c. 

4  'Twas  for  you  that  Jesus  died, 
For  you  a  God  was  crucified, 

He  conquer'd  death  and  rose  to  heaven, 
Eternal  life  through  him  is  given. 
Jesus  reigns,  &c. 


5  Turn  unto  the  Lord  most  holy, 
Shun  the  paths  of  vice  and  folly, 
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Turn,  or  you  are  lost  for  ever, 
Turn,  O  sinners,  to  the  Saviour. 
Jesus  reigns,  &c. 

6  For  this  love  let  rocks  and  mountains, 
Purling  streams  and  crystal  fountains, 
Roaring'  thunders,  lightnings'  blazes, 
Shout  the  great  Messiah's  praises. 

Jesus  reigns,  &c. 

7  Here  are  wine,  and  milk,  and  honey, 
Come  and  purchase  without  money, 
Mercy 's  flowing  like  a  fountain, 
Streaming  from  the  holy  mountain. 

Jesus  reigns,  &c. 

8  Shout,  ye  tongues  of  every  nation, 
Christ  has  died  for  your  salvation ; 
Shout  with  joyful  acclamation, 
Sound  aloud  the  proclamation! 

Jesus  reigns,  &c. 

9  Shout,  ye  saints,  make  joyful  mention, 
Christ  has  wrought  out  your  redemption, 
Shout  the  praise  of  Judah's  Lion, 

The  Almighty  King  of  Zion. 
Jesus  reigns,  &c. 

10  Now  our  souls  have  caught  new  fire, 
Brethren,  raise  your  voices  higher, 
Angels,  shout  the  joyful  story, 
Through  the  brightest  realms  of  glory. 

Jesus  reigns,  &c. 

SONG  14.    (8.  6.) 

YOUNG  people  all  attention  give 
And  hear  what  I  shall  say, 


fSONG  14. 


I  wish  your  souls  with  Christ  to  live 

In  everlasting  day. 
Remember,  you  are  hast'ning  on 

To  death's  dark,  gloomy  shade, 
Your  joys  on  earth  will  soon  be  gone, 

Your  flesh  in  dust  be  laid. 

2  Death's  iron  gate  you  must  pass  through 

Ere  long,  my  dear  young  friends, 
With  whom  then  do  you  think  to  go. 

With  saints,  or  fiery  fiends? 
Pray  meditate  ere  'tis  too  late, 

While  in  a  gospel  land, 
Behold  King  Jesus  at  the  gate, 

Most  lovingly  doth  stand. 

3  Young  men,  how  can  you  turn  your  face 

From  such  a  glorious  friend? 
Will  you  pursue  your  dang'rous  ways? 

O  don't  you  fear  the  end? 
Will  you  pursue  that  dang'rous  road, 

Which  leads  to  death  and  hell, 
Will  you  refuse  all  peace  with  God, 

With  guilty  souls  to  dwell? 

4  Young  women  too,  what  will  you  do, 

If  out  of  Christ  you  die? 
From  all  God's  people  you  must  go, 

To  weep,  lament  and  cry; 
Where  you  the  least  relief  can't  find, 

To  mitigate  your  pain, 
Your  good  things  will  be  left  behind, 

Your  souls  in  death  remain. 

5  Young  people  all,  I  pray  then  view 

The  fountain  open'd  wide, 
The  spring  of  life,  the  cure  for  sin, 
Which  flow'd  from  Jesus'  side, 
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There  you  may  drink  in  endless  joy, 
And  reign  with  Christ  your  King, 

In  his  glad  notes  your  souls  employ, 
And  hallelujahs  sing. 

SONG  15.  (9s.) 
A  Young  Woman's  Experience. 

COME,  all  ye  people  of  my  nation, 
Attend  a  while  and  I'll  relate 
The  wonders  of  my  sad  condition, 
And  how  I  left  that  wretched  state. 

2  I  was  born  blind,  to  sin  inclined, 

As  all  descendants  of  Adam  are, 
Full  sixteen  years  I  was  delighted 
With  social  mirth,  and  void  of  fear. 

3  1  once,  unthoughtful,  went  to  meeting, 

And  heard  a  woman  relating  there 
The  travail  of  her  sad  condition, 

And  how  she  came  the  Lord  to  fear. 

4  I  saw,  while  she  was  thus  relating, 

The  awful  state  that  I  was  in, 
I  saw  my  soul  was  unconverted, 
And  always  had  been  dead  in  sin. 

5  I  then  began  to  think  of  praying, 

To  think  it  needful  to  seek  the  Lord  ; 
But  still  my  soul  was  much  distressed, 
I  felt  not  yet  his  healing  word. 

6  I  then  began  to  seek  conversion, 

And  cried  to  Jesus  my  soul  to  save, 
I  left  my  way  of  light  devotion, 
His  promised  mercy  I  did  crave. 
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7  My  sins  began,  like  pointed  mountains, 

To  stand  against  me  every  day, 
Their  number  I  was  oft  recounting, 
But  all  was  vain  my  grief  to  lay. 

8  One  night,  while  thinking  of  the  Saviour, 

And  what  he'd  done  for  sinful  man, 
I  thought  my  soul  was  out  of  favour, 
Oh,  how  his  mercy  I  long'd  to  gain. 

9  Mount  Sinai's  thunder  roll'd  against  me, 

Not  only  for  my  outward  sin, 
But  in  my  heart  I  saw  the  fountain 
Which  made  my  actions  so  unclean. 

10  1  felt  how  just  the  condemnation, 

Though  my  spirit  to  hell  should  go: 
When  lo  !  the  gospel  consolation 
Freed  my  soul  from  its  load  of  wo. 

11  I  saw,  by  faith,  the  blessed  Saviour 

Extended  on  th'  accursed  tree: 
Praise  him,  my  soul,  praise  him  for  ever  ; 
Adore  the  God  who  died  for  thee. 

12  Come,  Christians,  join  with  me  in  praising 

The  blessed  Lord,  who  died  for  me  ; 
I  hope  to  praise  him  while  I'm  living, 
And  after  death,  eternally. 

SONG  16.    (8s.  &  6s.) 
Judgment. 

THE  judgment  day  is  rolling  on, 
The  course  of  time  will  soon  be  run, 
Creation  waits  its  fiery  doom, 
The  Lord  will  soon  appear. 
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CHORUS. 

O,  there'll  be  glory,  glory  hallelujah, 
O,  there'll  be  glory, 
When  saints  shall  view  him  near. 

2  The  trump  of  God  shall  rend  the  skies, 
The  slumb'ring  millions  wake  and  rise, 
What  joy,  what  terror  and  surprise, 

The  last  great  day  will  bring. 
O,  there'll  be  glory,  glory  hallelujah. 
O,  there'll  be  glory, 
The  rising  saints  will  sing. 

4  The  nations  throng  his  awful  bar, 
Whose  call  remotest  regions  hear, 
All  tribes  and  kindreds  now  draw  near, 

To  hear  their  final  doom. 
O,  there'll  be  glory,  glory  hallelujah, 
O,  there'll  be  glory, 
Around  the  judgment  throne. 

4  In  shining  ranks  on  his  right  hand, 
Behold  the  Christian  armies  stand, 
The  victory  at  length  is  gain'd, 

The  sons  of  God  are  free. 
O,  there'll  be  glory,  glory  hallelujah, 
O,  there'll  be  glory, 
When  they  his  face  shall  see. 

5  How  dreadful  to  the  left  to  turn, 
Where  all  with  rage  and  malice  burn : 
He  looks  on  those  who  once  could  spurn 

The  purchase  of  his  blood. 
O,  there'll  be  mourning,  mourning,  mourning, 
mourning, 
O,  there'll  be  mourning, 
To  see  an  angry  God. 
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6  To  these  the  righteous  King  will  say, 
I  call'd,  but  you  refused  t'  obey — 
Depart,  ye  cursed,  haste  away, 

And  reap  the  fruits  of  sin. 
O,  there'll  be  mourning",  mourning1,  mourning, 
mourning, 
O,  there'll  be  mourning, 
While  angels  say,  amen. 

7  See  Jesus  and  his  saints  unite, 
They  move  to  happy  realms  of  light ; 

Their  blood-wash'd  robes  are  pure  and  white, 

Each  heart  inflamed  with  love. 
O,  there'll  be  glory,  glory  hallelujah, 
O,  there'll  be  glory, 

When  they  his  mercy  prove. 

8  See  heaven  display  her  pearly  gates, 
A  kingdom  for  the  righteous  waits; 
Come,  blessed  children,  take  these  seats, 

Of  old  prepared  for  you — 
O,  there'll  be  glory,  glory  hallelujah, 
O,  there'll  be  glory, 
When  they  Mount  Zion  view. 

SONG  17.    (L.  M.) 

Midnight. 

MY  GOD,  I  now  from  sleep  awake, 
The  sole  possession  of  me  take ; 
From  midnight  terrors  me  secure, 
And  guard  my  heart  from  thoughts  impure. 

2  Bless'd  angels,  while  we  silent  lie, 
You  hallelujahs  sing  on  high; 
You  joyful,  hymn  the  ever  blest, 
Before  the  throne,  and  never  rest. 
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3  1  with  your  choir  celestial  join 
In  off 'ring1  up  a  hymn  divine ; 
With  you  in  heaven  I  hope  to  dwell, 
And  bid  the  night  and  world  farewell. 

4  My  soul,  when  I  shake  off  this  dust, 
Lord,  in  thy  arms  I  will  entrust, 

O  make  me  thy  peculiar  care, 
Some  mansion  for  my  soul  prepare. 

5  Give  me  a  place  at  thy  saints'  feet, 
Or  some  fall'n  angel's  vacant  seat ; 
I'll  strive  to  sing  as  loud  as  they 
Who  sit  above  in  brighter  day. 

6  O  may  I  always  ready  stand, 

With  my  lamp  burning  in  my  hand, 
May  1  in  sight  of  heaven  rejoice, 
Whene'er  I  hear  the  bridegroom's  voice. 

7  Lord,  lest  the  tempter  me  surprise, 
Watch  over  thine  own  sacrifice  ; 
All  loose,  all  idle  thoughts  cast  out, 
And  make  my  very  dreams  devout. 

8  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow, 
Praise  .him  all  creatures  here  below; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host, 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

SONG  18.    (8.  7.  8.  7.  4.  7.) 

COME,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy, 
Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore, 
Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you, 
Full  of  pity,  love,  and  power ; 

He  is  able, 
He  is  willing,  doubt  no  more. 
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2  Now,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome, 

God's  free  bounty  glorify  ; 
True  belief  and  true  repentance, 
Every  grace  that  brings  you  nigh, 

Without  money, 
Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy. 

3  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream, 
All  the  fitness  he  requireth, 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  him  ; 

This  he  gives  you, 
'Tis  the  Spirit's  glimm'ring  beam. 

4  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy  laden, 

Bruised  and  mangled  by  the  fall, 
If  you  tarry  till  you're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all, 

Not  the  righteous, 
Sinners  Jesus  came  to  call. 

5  Agonizing  in  the  garden, 

Lo  !  your  Maker  prostrate  lies ! 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  him  ! 
Hear  him  cry  before  he  dies, 

"It  is  finish'd!" 
Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice? 

6  Lo !  th'  incarnate  God  ascending, 

Pleads  the  merits  of  his  blood; 
Venture  on  him,  venture  freely, 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude; 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 

7  Saints  and  angels  join'd  in  concert, 

Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lamb, 
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While  the  blissful  seats  of  heaven 
Sweetly  echo  with  his  name: 

Hallelujah ! 
Sinners  here  may  do  the  same. 

SONG  19.    (C.  M.) 
Reflection. 

HERE  lie  the  relics  of  a  youth, 
Slow  mould'ring  into  dust. 
(O!  listen  to  the  words  of  truth,) 
So  every  mortal  must. 

2  How  still  he  lies  beneath  the  ground; 

How  solemn  is  the  sleep! 
Here  will  he,  till  the  "  trumpet  sound," 
His  silent  mansion  keep. 

3  O  youth  !  how  silent  is  the  tomb, 

Where  thy  dead  body  lies! 
A  narrow  house  is  now  thy  home, 
Unseen  by  human  eyes. 

4  O  transient  flower?  how  soon  the  frost 

Hath  made  thee  droop  and  die, 
Thy  glory  now  in  death  is  lost, 
And  here  thy  relics  lie. 

5  Soon,  soon,  like  thee,  must  I  be  laid 

Low  in  the  silent  grave, 
Where  all  mankind,  of  every  grade, 
An  humble  mansion  have. 

6  No  more  thy  eyes  behold  the  light  ; 

Thy  body's  void  of  breath  ; — 
The  darkness  of  perpetual  night 
Attends  the  "sleep  of  death.'5 
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7  O  youth!  prepare  to  meet  your  God, 
While  with  life's  vigour  blest; 
That  when  you  lie  beneath  the  clod, 
Your  souls  may  be  at  rest. 


SONG  20.    (8.  10s.) 
The  Mystery. 

OWHAT  a  glorious  mystery, 
'Tis  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder, 
That  I  should  ever  saved  be, 
'Tis  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder  ! 
No  heart  can  think,  no  tongue  can  tell, 
'Tis  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder! 
The  love  of  God  unspeakable! 
'Tis  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder! 

2  Great  mystery  !  that  God  should  place 
His  love  on  those  of  Adam's  race  ; 
That  I  should  also  share  a  part, 

And  find  a  mansion  in  his  heart. 

3  Great  mystery  !  pray  tell  my  why 
The  Lord  for  sinners  e'er  should  die  ? 
That  he  should  leave  the  realms  of  bliss, 
And  die  for  rebels  on  the  cross? 

4  Great  mystery!  it  can't  be  told, 

Why  God  should  save  my  sinking  soul, 
And  snatch  me  from  the  jaws  of  hell, 
The  greatness  of  his  love  to  tell. 

5  O!  Why  was  I  not  left  behind, 
With  many  others  of  mankind, 
Who  run  the  dangerous,  sinful  race, 
And  die  and  never  taste  his  grace? 
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6  'Twas  love  that  spread  the  gracious  feast, 
'Twas  love  that  made  my  soul  a  guest, 
'Twas  love  that  brought  him  from  above, 
'Twas  love,  O!  matchless,  boundless  love! 

7  Not  all  the  heavenly  hosts  can  scan 
The  glory  of  this  noble  plan! 

O!  'tis  a  glorious  mystery, 
And  will  be  to  eternity  ! 

SONG  21.    (L.  M.) 
A  Philosopher's  Experience. 

IWALK'D  abroad  one  morning  fair, 
When  odours  sweetly  balm'd  the  air, 
And  birds  their  artless  notes  did  sing, 
To  welcome  in  the  cheerful  spring. 

2  Surveying  nature  all  around, 

The  scene  with  wonder  did  abound; 

But  while  my  ravish'd  eyes  were  charm'd, 

An  inward  voice  my  soul  alarm'd. 

3  "Could  you  all  nature  comprehend, 
"You'd  better  learn  to  know  your  end  ; 
"Those  beauties  which  you  now  survey, 
"Will,  like  yourself,  soon  fade  away. 

4  "  But  death  is  not  alone  your  doom, 
"To  judgment  you  must  shortly  come; 
"  When  hills  and  valleys  all  are  fled, 

"  Where  will  you  hide  your  guilty  head  ?" 

5  Black  horrors  seized  my  frighted  soul, 
Billows  of  wo  did  o'er  me  roll ; 

I  fell  and  almost  lost  my  breath, 

I  thought  I  soon  should  sink  in  death. 
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6  The  little  birds,  from  spray  to  spray, 
Were  hymning  praises  all  the  day, 
In  artless  anthems  to  their  God, 
While  I  the  path  of  sinners  trod. 

7^Thus  trembling  o'er  the  gulf  I  lay, 
But  dared  not  move  my  lips  to  pray; 
1  had  provoked  the  dreadful  God, 
And  trampled  on  the  Saviour's  blood. 

8  To  my  amazement  and  surprise, 
I  saw  a  cloud  descend  the  skies, 
And  in  the  midst  a  fairer  one 
Than  any  of  the  sons  of  men. 

9  His  curled  locks  were  snowy  white, 
His  garments  far  exceeded  light, 
The  sun  grew  pale  before  his  face, 
His  feet  were  like  to  burnish'd  brass. 

10  He  spake,  and  brightness  shone  around: 
He  said,  "I  have  a  ransom  found; 

"  I  bought  your  pardon  on  the  tree, 
"  And  come  to  set  the  pris'ner  free." 

11  My  heart  rebounded  like  a  roe, 
And  glory  in  my  soul  did  flow; 
My  sins  were  gone  and  I  was  free, 
My  Saviour  lived  and  died  for  me. 

'l2 1  leap'd  and  shouted  out  aloud, 

And  long'd  for  wings  to  reach  the  cloud, 
T'  embrace  my  Saviour  in  my  arms, 
And  gaze  for  ever  on  his  charms. 

SONG  22.  (8s.) 
Supreme  love  of  Christ. 

MY  gracious  Redeemer  I  love, 
His  praises  aloud  I'll  proclaim, 
14 
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And  join  with  the  armies  above 
To  shout  his  adorable  name, 

To  gaze  on  his  glories  divine, 
Shall  be  my  eternal  employ, 

To  feel  them  incessantly  shine, 
My  boundless,  ineffable  joy. 

2  He  freely  redeem'd,  with  his  blood, 

My  soul  from  the  confines  of  hell, 
To  live  on  the  smiles  of  my  God, 

And  in  his  sweet  presence  to  dwell ; 
To  shine  with  the  angels  of  light, 

With  saints  and  with  seraphs  to  sing ; 
To  view  with  eternal  delight, 

My  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  my  King. 

3  In  Meshech,  as  yet,  I  reside, 

A  darksome  and  restless  abode  ; 
Molested  with  foes  on  each  side, 

And  longing  to  dwell  with  my  God: 
O!  when  shall  my  spirit  exchange 

This  cell  of  corruptible  clay, 
For  mansions  celestial,  and  range 

Through  realms  of  unspeakable  day! 

4  My  glorious  Redeemer,  I  long 

To  see  thee  descend  on  a  cloud, 
Amidst  the  bright,  numberless  throng, 

And  mix  with  the  triumphing  crowd; 
O,  when  wilt  thou  bid  me  ascend, 

To  join  in  thy  praises  above, 
To  gaze  on  thee,  world  without  end, 

And  feast  on  thy  ravishing  love? 

5  Nor  sorrow,  nor  sickness,  nor  pain, 

Nor  sin,  nor  temptation,  nor  fear, 
Shall  ever  molest  me  again  ; 
Perfection  of  glory  reigns  there, 
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This  soul  and  this  body  shall  shine, 
In  robes  of  salvation  and  praise, 

And  banquet  on  pleasures  divine, 
When  God  his  full  beauty  displays. 

6  Ye  palaces,  sceptres,  and  crowns, 

Your  pride  with  disdain  I  survey, 
Your  pomps  are  but  shadows  and  sounds, 

And  pass  in  a  moment  away; 
The  crown  that  my  Saviour  bestows, 

Yon  permanent  sun  shall  outshine ; 
My  joy  everlastingly  flows, 

My  God,  my  Redeemer  is  mine  ! 


SONG  23.    (7.  6s.) 

OWHEN  shall  I  see  Jesus, 
And  dwell  with  him  above, 
And  drink  the  flowing  fountains 

Of  everlasting  love? 
When  shall  I  be  deliver'd 

From  this  vain  world  of  sin, 
And  with  my  blessed  Jesus 
Drink  endless  pleasures  in. 

2  But  now  I  am  a  soldier, 

My  Captain  -a  gone  before, 
He 's  given  me  my  orders, 

And  bids  me  not  to  fear: 
And  if  I  hold  out  faithful, 

A  crown  of  life  he'll  give, 
And  all  his  valiant  soldiers 

Eternal  life  shall  have. 

3  Through  grace  I  am  determined 

To  conquer,  though  I  die, 
And  then,  away  to  Jesus 
On  wings  of  love  I'll  fly. 
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Farewell  to  sin  and  sorrow, 

I  bid  you  all  adieu  ; 
And  you,  my  friends,  prove  faithful, 

And  paths  of  truth  pursue. 

4  And  if  you  meet  with  trials 

And  troubles  on  the  way, 
Cast  all  your  care  on  Jesus, 

And  don't  forget  to  pray: 
Gird  on  the  heavenly  armour, 

Of  faith,  and  hope,  and  love, 
And  when  your  race  is  ended, 

You'll  reign  with  him  above. 

5  Oh  do  not  be  discouraged, 

For  Jesus  is  your  friend, 
And  if  you  lack  for  knowledge, 

He'll  not  refuse  to  lend ; 
Neither  will  he  upbraid  you, 

Though  often  you  request, 
He'll  give  you  grace  to  conquer, 

And  take  you  up  to  rest. 


SONG  24.  (P.  M.) 
The  happiness  of  the  obedient. 


XI    Who  their  Saviour  obey, 
And  have  laid  up  their  treasures  above ! 
Tongue  cannot  express 
.  The  sweet  comfort  and  peace 
Of  a  soul  in  its  earliest  love! 


2     That  comfort  was  mine, 
When  the  favour  divine 
I  first  found  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb ; 
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When  my  heart  first  believed, 
What  a  joy  I  received, 
What  a  heaven  in  Jesus's  name! 

3  'Twas  a  heaven  below, 
My  Redeemer  to  know, 

The  angels  could  do  nothing-  more 

Than  fall  at  his  feet, 

And  the  story  repeat, 
And  the  Lover  of  sinners  adore. 

4  Jesus  all  the  day  long 

Was  my  joy  and  my  song ; — 
O  that  all  his  salvation  might  feel! — 
He  hath  loved  me,  I  cried, 
He  hath  suffer'd  and  died, 
To  redeem  such  a  rebel  from  hell! 

5  On  the  wings  of  his  love, 
I  was  carried  above 

All  sin,  and  temptation,  and  pain  ; 
I  could  not  believe 
That  I  ever  should  grieve, 

That  I  ever  should  suffer  again. 

6  I  rode  on  the  sky 
Through  regions  on  high, 

Nor  did  envy  Elijah  his  seat: 
With  ardent  desire, 
My  soul  mounted  higher, 

And  the  moon  revolved  under  my  fe 


7     O  the  rapturous  height 

Of  that  holy  delight 
Which  I  felt  in  the  life-giving  blood  ! 

-Of  my  Saviour  possest, 

I  was  perfectly  blest, 
As  if  fill'd  with  the  fulness  of  God. 
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Alderton.]    SONG  25.    (4  8s  &  2  6s.) 

HOW  happy  is  the  pilgrim's  lot; 
How  free  from  every  anxious  thought, 
From  worldly  hope  and  fear! 
Confined  to  neither  court  nor  cell, 
His  soul  disdains  on  earth  to  dwell, 
He  only  sojourns  here. 

2  This  happiness  in  part  is  mine, 
Already  saved  from  low  design, 

From  every  creature-love  ! 
Blest  with  the  scorn  of  finite  good, 
My  soul  is  lighten'd  of  its  load, 

And  seeks  the  things  above. 

3  The  things  eternal  I  pursue; 
A  happiness  beyond  the  view 

Of  those  that  basely  pant 
For  things  by  nature  felt  and  seen  ; 
Their  honours,  wealth,  and  pleasures  mean, 

I  neither  have  nor  want. 

4  I  have  no  babes  to  hold  me  here, 
But  children  more  securely  dear, 

For  mine  I  humbly  claim  : 
Better  than  daughters  or  than  sons, 
Temples  divine,  of  living  stones, 

Inscribed  with  Jesu's  name. 

5  No  foot  of  land  do  I  possess, 
No  cottage  in  this  wilderness, 

A  poor  Way-faring  man, 
I  lodge  a  while  in  tents  below, 
Or  gladly  wander  to  and  fro, 

Till  I  my  Canaan  gain. 


SONG  26. 
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6  Nothing  on  earth  I  call  my  own; 
A  stranger,  to  the  world  unknown, 

I  all  their  goods  despise  ; 
I  trample  on  their  whole  delight, 
And  seek  a  city  out  of  sight, 

A  city  in  the  skies. 

7  There  is  my  house,  my  portion  fair, 
My  treasure  and  my  heart  are  there, 

There  my  abiding  home; 
For  me  my  elder  brethren  stay, 
And  angels  beckon  me  away, 

And  Jesus  bids  me  come! 

8  I  come,  thy  servant,  Lord,  replies, 
I  come  to  meet  thee  in  the  skies, 

And  claim  my  heavenly  rest! 
Now  let  the  pilgrim's  journey  end; 
Now,  O  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 

Receive  me  to  thy  breast! 

SONG  26.    (7.  8.  5.) 
The  Convert's  Invitation. 

0COME,  my  loving  fathers, 
Will  you  go  to  glory  with  me  ? 
For  I  long  to  go  to  heaven, 
To  my  long-sought  rest. 

CHOHUS. 

For  the  judgment  day  is  rolling  round, 
Rolling  round,  rolling  round, 

For  the  judgment  day  is  rolling  round, 
Make  ready,  let  us  go. 

2  O  come,  my  loving  mothers, 

Will  you  go  to  glory  with  me? 
For  I  long  to  go  to  heaven, 
To  my  long-sought  home. 
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3  O  come,  my  loving1  brethren, 

Will  you  go  to  glory  with  me? 
For  I  long  to  go  to  heaven, 
To  my  long-sought  rest. 


Will  you  go  to  glory  with  me? 
For  I  long  to  go  to  heaven, 
To  my  long-sought  rest. 

5  O  come,  my  loving  neighbours, 
Will  you  go  to  glory  with  me? 
For  I  long  to  go  to  heaven, 
To  my  long-sought  rest. 


THERE  is  a  school  on  earth  begun, 
Hallelujah, 
Supported  by  the  Holy  One, 
Glory,  O  Hallelujah. 
He  calls  his  pupils  here  to  prove, 

Halle,  Hallelujah, 
The  greatness  of  redeeming  love, 
Sing  Glory,  O  Hallelujah. 

2  Then  come,  my  friends,  where'er  you  be, 
Say,  will  you  go  to  school  with  me? 
Christ  Jesus  is  my  master's  name  ; 

Come,  deaf  and  dumb,  come,  blind  and  lame. 

3  Our  school  books  are  the  Scriptures  true, 
Our  lessons  are  for  ever  new; 

The  scholars  too,  are  all  agreed; 
It  is  a  blessed  school  indeed. 


4  O  come,  my  loving  sisters, 


"  SONG  27.    (L.  M.) 

Christ  is  our  Teacher. 
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4  My  master  makes  the  blind  to  see, 
Then  come,  ye  blind,  the  school  is  free: 
My  master  makes  the  lame  to  walk, 
He  teaches  too,  the  dumb  to  talk. 

5  My  master  makes  the  deaf  to  hear, 
Then  come  ye  deaf  and  lend  an  ear 
Unto  my  master's  pleasant  voice, 
He'll  make  your  mourning  souls  rejoice. 

6  He  teaches  swearing-  men  to  pray, 
Then  come,  profane,  without  delay, 

He'll  change  your  tongues  to  speak  his  name, 
And  spread  abroad  a  Saviour's  fame. 


RIGHT  scenes  of  glory  strike  my  sense, 


Eternal  beauties  round  me  shine, 

Infusing  warmest  rapture. 
I  dive  in  pleasures  deep  and  full, 

In  swelling  waves  of  glory, 
And  feel  my  Saviour  in  my  soul, 

And  groan  to  tell  my  story. 

2  I  feast  on  honey,  milk  and  wine, 

I  drink  perpetual  sweetness  ; 
Mount  Zion's  beauties  round  me  shine, 

While  Christ  unfolds  his  greatness. 
No  mortal  tongue  can  show  my  joys, 

Nor  can  an  angel  tell  them  ; 
Ten  thousand  times  surpassing  all 

Terrestrial  worlds  or  emblems. 


SONG  28.  (8.  7.) 
The  happy  Convert. 


And  all  my  passions  capture, 


3  My  captivated  spirit  flies, 

Through  shining  worlds  of  beauty, 
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Dissolved  in  blushes,  loud  I  cry, 

In  praises  loud  and  mighty. 
And  here  I'll  sing  and  swell  the  strain 

Of  harmony,  delighted ; 
And  with  the  millions  learn  the  notes 

Of  saints  in  Christ  united. 

4  The  bliss  that  rolls  through  those  above, 

Through  those  in  glory  seated, 
Which  causes  them  loud  songs  to  sing, 

Ten  thousand  times  repeated, 
Dart  through  my  soul  in  radiant  flame, 

Constraining  loudest  praises, 
O'erwhelming  all  my  powers  with  joy, 

While  all  within  me  blazes. 

5  When  earth  and  sea  shall  be  no  more, 

And  all  their  glory  perish, 
When  sun  and  moon  shall  cease  to  shine, 

And  stars  at  midnight  languish, 
My  joys,  refined,  shall  brighter  shine, 

With  Heaven's  radiant  glory, 
And  tell,  through  one  eternal  day, 

Love's  all-immortal  story. 


,N  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand, 


To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land, 
Where  my  possessions  lie. 

2  O  the  transporting,  rapt'rous  scene, 
That  rises  to  my  sight ! 
Sweet  fields  array'd  in  living  green, 
And  rivers  of  delight! 


SONG  29.    (C.  M.) 


The  Promised  Land. 


And  cast  a  wishful  eye 
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3  There  gen'rous  fruits  that  never  fail, 

On  trees  immortal  grow; 
There  rocks,  and  hills,  and  brooks,  and  vales, 
With  milk  and  honey  flow. 

4  All  o'er  those  wide  extended  plains, 

Shines  one  eternal  day; 
There  God  the  Son  for  ever  reigns, 
And  scatters  night  away. 

5  No  chilling  winds  nor  pois'nous  breath, 

Can  reach  that  healthful  shore ; 
Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death, 
Are  felt  and  fear'd  no  more. 

6  When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place, 

And  be  for  ever  blest? 
When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face, 
And  in  his  bosom  rest? 

7  Fill'd  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul 

Would  here  no  longer  stay! 
Though  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll, 
Fearless,  I'll  launch  away. 

SONG  30.    (C.  M.) 
The  Preacher's  Farewell. 

BRETHREN,  I  bid  you  all  farewell, 
And  from  my  very  heart, 
Affectionately  I  do  tell, 
That  you  and  I  must  part. 

2  And  if  I  see  you  not  again, 
I  trust  that  I  can  say, 
My  labour  shall  not  be  in  vain, 
That  I  have  spent  to-day. 
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3  I  trust  I  can  to  record  call 

All  you  that  hear  me  now  ; 
I  have  declared  God's  counsel  all, 
As  he  did  me  endow. 

4  I  now  depart,  I  leave  you  here, 

I  leave  you  with  the  Lord ; 
And  may  we  all  henceforth  appear 
To  be  of  one  accord. 

5  And  if  we  part  to  meet  no  more, 

While  we  on  earth  remain, 
O  may  we  meet  on  Canaan's  shore, 
And  never  part  again. 

6  There  we  shall  join  to  sing  God's  praise, 

And  all  his  wonders  tell ; 
And  triumph  in  his  holy  ways, 
So  brethren,  fare  you  well. 


SONG  31.    (C.  M.) 
Remember  thy  Creator. 

ATTEND,  young-  friends,  while  1  relate  £ 
The  dangers  you  are  in, 
The  evils  that  around  you  wait, 

While  subject  unto  sin; 
Although  you  flourish  like  the  rose, 

While  in  its  branches  green, 
Your  sparkling  eyes  in  death  must  close, 
No  more  will  you  be  seen. 

2  In  silent  shades  you  must  lie  down, 
Long  in  your  graves  to  dwell, 
Your  friends  will  then  stand  weeping  round, 
And  bid  a  long  farewell. 


SONG  32. 
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How  small  this  world  will  then  appear, 

At  that  tremendous  hour, 
When  you  Jehovah's  voice  shall  hear, 

And  feel  his  mighty  power. 

3  In  vain  you'll  mourn  your  days  are  past, 

Alas!  those  days  are  gone, 
Your  golden  hours  are  spent  at  last, 

And  never  to  return. 
O  come  this  instant  and  begin, 

While  life's  sweet  moments  last, 
Turn  to  the  Lord,  forsake  all  sin, 

And  he'll  forgive  what 's  past. 


SONG  32.    (L.  M.) 
Longing  for  a  Revival. 

I LONG  to  see  the  season  come, 
When  sinners  shall  come  flocking  home, 
To  feast  on  God's  eternal  love, 
And  be  prepared  for  realms  above. 

2  Hark!  how  the  gospel  trumpet  sounds, 
Inviting  sinners  all  around  ; 

Behold,  your  loving  Saviour  stands, 
And  spreads  for  you  his  bleeding  hands. 

3  He  now  is  knocking  at  your  heart, 
Waiting  salvation  to  impart ; 
He'll  wash  you  in  atoning  blood, 
And  seal  you  sons  and  heirs  of  God. 

4  A  few  more  days,  and  we  must  go 
To  realms  of  joy  or  endless  wo, 

In  vealms  above  with  Christ  to  dwell, 
Or  sink  beneath  his  frowns  to  hell ! 
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5  Come,  sinners  all,  now  warning  take, 
And  all  your  sinful  ways  forsake  ; 
This  world  give  o'er,  leave  sin  behind, 
And  full  salvation  you  shall  find. 

6  Take  your  companion  by  the  hand, 
And  all  the  children  in  the  band, 
And  give  them  up  to  Jesus'  call, 
Perhaps  he'll  bless  and  save  them  all. 


SONG  33.  (7s.) 
Rejoicing  in  Hope. — Luke  xii.  32. 

CHILDREN  of  the  Heavenly  King, 
As  ye  journey  sweetly  sing; 
Sing  your  worthy  Saviour's  praise, 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways. 

2  We  are  trav'ling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod ; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  ye 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

3  O  ye  banish'd  seed,  be  glad, 
Christ  our  advocate  is  made, 
Us  to  save,  our  flesh  assumes, 
Brother  to  our  souls  becomes. 


4  Shout,  ye  little  flock,  so  blest, 
You  on  Jesus'  throne  shall  rest; 
There  your  seat  is  now  prepared, 
There  your  kingdom  and  reward. 

5  Fear  not,  brethren,  joyful  stand, 
On  the  borders  of  your  land; 
Jesus  Christ,  your  Father's  Son, 
Bids  you  undismay'd  go  on. 
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6  Lord,  submissive  make  us  go, 
Gladly  leaving-  all  below; 
Only  thou  our  leader  be, 
And  we  still  will  follow  thee. 

Broomsgrove.]    SONG  34.  (7s.  6s.) 

LAMB  of  God,  for  sinners  slain, 
To  thee  I  humbly  pray; 
Heal  me  of  my  grief  and  pain, 

O  take  my  sins  away. 
From  this  bondage,  Lord,  release, 

No  longer  let  me  be  opprest ; 
Jesus,  master,  seal  my  peace, 
And  take  me  to  thy  breast. 

2  Wilt  thou  cast  a  sinner  out, 

Who  humbly  comes  to  thee? 
No,  my  God,  I  cannot  doubt 

Thy  mercy  is  for  me  : 
Let  me  then  obtain  the  grace, 

And  be  of  paradise  possest: 
Jesus,  master,  seal  my  peace, 

And  take  me  to  thy  breast. 

3  Worldly  good  I  do  not  want, 

Be  that  to  others  given, 
Only  for  thy  love  I  pant, 

My  all  in  earth  or  heaven  ; 
This  the  crown  I  fain  would  seize, 

The  good  wherewith  I  would  be  blest: 
Jesus,  master,  seal  my  peace, 

And  take  me  to  thy  breast. 

4  This  delight  I  fain  would  prove, 

And  then  resign  my  breath, 
Join  the  happy  few,  whose  love 
Was  mightier  than  death. 
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Let  it  not  my  Lord  displease, 

That  I  would  die  to  be  thy  guest! 

Jesus,  master,  seal  my  peace, 
And  take  me  to  thy  breast! 


Immandra.]       SONG  35.  (lis.) 

0 JESUS,  my  Saviour!  I  know  thou  art  mine, 
For  thee  all  the  pleasure  of  earth  I  resign, 
Of  objects  most  pleasing,  I  love  thee  the  best, 
Without  thee  I'm  wretched,  but  with  thee  I'm 
blest. 

2  Thou  art  my  rich  treasure,  my  joy  and  my  love, 
None  richer  possess'd  by  the  angels  above, 
For  thee  all  the  pleasures  of  sense  I  forego, 
And  wander  a  pilgrim  despised  below. 

3  Thy  spirit  first  taught  me  to  know  I  was  blind, 
And  taught  me  the  way  of  salvation  to  find: 
For  when  I  was  sinking  in  dreadful  despair, 
My  Jesus  relieved  me,  and  bade  me  not  fear. 

4  In  vain  I  attempt  to  describe  what  I  feel, 
The  language  of  mortals  for  ever  must  fail; 
My  Jesus  is  precious,  my  soul's  in  a  flame, 
I'm  raised  into  rapture,  while  praising  his  name. 

5  Though  weak,  though  despised,  by  faith  I  now 

stand, 

Preserved  and  defended  by  heaven's  kind  hand; 
By  Jesus  supported,  I'll  praise  his  dear  name, 
Regardless  of  danger,  of  praise,  or  of  blame. 

6  I  find  him  in  singing,  I  find  him  in  prayer; 
In  sweet  meditation  he  always  is  near; 

My  constant  companion,  oh  may  we  not  part! 
All  glory  to  Jesus,  who  dwells  in  my  heart. 
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7  If  ever  I  loved,  sure  I  love  thee,  my  Lord, 

I  love  thy  dear  people,  thy  ways  and  thy  word ; 
I  love  all  my  brethren,  I  love  sinners  too, 
Since  Jesus  has  died  to  redeem  them  from  wo. 

8  When  happy  in  Christ  I  regard  not  the  proud, 
Tho'  sinners  despise  me  for  shouting  so  loud  ; 
For  death  will  soon  call  me,  and  then  I  shall  fly 
To  praise  my  dear  Jesus,  in  mansions  on  high. 

9  Through  millions  of  ages  sweet  notes  I'll  em- 

ploy, 

In  praising  my  Jesus,  my  hope  and  my  joy  ; 
The  glorified  spirits,  and  angels  around, 
Shall  all  be  delighted  to  join  the  glad  sound. 


SONG  36.    (7.  6.) 
Travellers. 

COME,  all  ye  weary  trav'lers, 
Come,  let  us  join  and  sing 
The  everlasting  praises 

Of  Jesus  Christ  our  King: 
We've  had  a  tedious  journey, 

And  tiresome,  it's  true ; 
But  see  how  many  dangers 

The  Lord  has  brought  us  through. 

2  At  first  when  Jesus  found  us, 
He  call'd  us  unto  him, 
And  pointed  out  the  danger 

Of  falling  into  sin  ; 
The  world,  the  flesh,  and  Satan, 

Will  prove  a  fatal  snare, 
Unless  we  do  reject  them 
By  faith  and  humble  prayer. 

15 
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3  But  by  our  disobedience, 

With  sorrow  we  confess, 
We've  had  too  long  to  wander 

In  a  dark  wilderness ; 
Where  we  might  soon  have  fainted, 

In  that  enchanted  ground, 
But  now  and.  then  a  cluster 

Of  pleasant  grapes  we  found. 

4  The  pleasant  fruits  of  Canaan 

Give  life  and  joy  and  peace, 
Revive  our  drooping  spirits, 

And  faith  and  love  increase; 
Confess  your  Lord  and  Master, 

And  run  at  his  command, 
And  hasten  on  your  journey, 

Unto  the  promised  land. 

5  In  faith,  and  hope,  and  patience, 

We  now  are  going  on 
The  pleasant  way  to  Canaan, 

Where  Jesus  Christ  has  gone; 
In  peace  and  consolation 

We're  going  to  rejoice, 
And  Jesus  and  his  people 

For  ever  be  our  choice. 

6  Sinners,  why  stand  ye  idle, 

While  we  thus  march  along  t 
Has  conscience  never  told  you 

That  you  are  going  wrong? 
Down  the  broad  road  to  ruin, 

To  bear  an  endless  curse? 
Oh,  leave  your  ways  of  sinning, 

And  come  along  with  us. 

7  But  if  you  will  refuse  it, 

We  bid  you  all  farewell ; 
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We're  on  the  way  to  Canaan, 
And  you  the  way  to  hell ; 

We're  sorry  thus  to  leave  you, 
We'd  rather  you  would  go ; 

Come,  try  a  bleeding  Saviour, 
And  feel  salvation  flow. 

8  Oh  sinners !  be  awaken'd 

To  see  your  dismal  state, 
Repent,  and  be  converted, 

Before  it  be  too  late  ; 
Turn  to  the  Lord  by  praying, 

And  daily  search  his  word; 
And  never  rest  contented 

Until  you  find  the  Lord. 

9  Now  to  the  King  immortal 

Be  everlasting  praise, 
For  in  his  holy  service 

We  mean  to  spend  our  days, 
Till  we  arrive  at  Canaan, 

The  shining  world  above, 
With  everlasting  praises 

To  sing  redeeming  love. 


SONG  37.    (8.  6.) 
The  Trumpeters. 

HARK!  listen  to  the  trumpeters, 
They  sound  for  volunteers! 
On  Zion's  bright  and  flow'ry  mount, 

Behold  the  officers — 
Their  horses  white,  their  garments  bright, 

With  crown  and  bow  they  stand, 
Enlisting  soldiers  for  their  King, 
To  march  for  Canaan's  land. 
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2  It  sets  my  heart  all  in  a  flame, 

A  soldier  I  will  be ; 
I  will  enlist,  gird  on  my  arms, 

And  fight  for  liberty. 
They  want  no  cowards  in  their  band, 

(They  will  their  colours  fly,) 
But  call  for  valiant-hearted  men, 

Men  not  afraid  to  die. 

3  The  armies  now  are  in  parade, 

How  martial  they  appear  ! 
All  arm'd,  and  dress'd  in  uniform, 

They  look  like  men  of  war ; 
They  follow  their  great  General, 

The  great  Eternal  Lamb, 
His  garments  stain'd  with  his  own  blood, — 

King  Jesus  is  his  name. 

4  The  trumpet  sounds,  the  armies  shout, 

And  drive  the  host  of  hell ; 
How  dreadful  is  our  God  in  arms ! 

The  great  Immanuel  ! 
Sinners,  enlist  with  Jesus  Christ, 

Th'  eternal  Son  of  God, 
And  march  with  us  to  Canaan's  land, 

Beyond  the  swelling  flood. 

5  There  is  a  green  and  flow'ry  field, 

Where  fruits  immortal  grow  ; 
There,  clothed  in  white,  the  angels  bright 

Our  great  Redeemer  know. 
We'll  shout  and  sing  for  evermore, 

In  that  eternal  world, 
But  Satan  and  his  armies  too, 

Shall  down  to  hell  be  hurl'd, 

6  Hold  up  your  heads,  ye  soldiers  bold, 

Redemption  *s  drawing  nigh, 
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We  soon  shall  hear  the  trumpet  sound, 
'Twill  shake  both  earth  and  sky; 

In  fiery  chariots  then  we'll  fly, 
And  leave  the  world  on  fire, 

And  meet  around  the  starry  throne, 
To  tune  th'  immortal  lyre. 

SONG  38.    (8.  7.  4.) 
Day  of  Wonders. 

DAY  of  judgment,  day  of  wonders! 
Hark  !  the  trumpet's  awful  sound  ! 
Louder  than  ten  thousand  thunders, 
Shakes  the  vast  creation  round  ! 

How  the  summons 
Will  the  sinner's  heart  confound  ! 

2  See  the  Judge  our  nature  wearing, 

Clothed  in  majesty  divine  ! 
You  who  long  for  his  appearing, 

Then  shall  say,  "This  God  is  mine." 

Gracious  Saviour  ! 
Own  me  on  that  day  for  thine. 

3  At  his  call  the  dead  awaken, 

Rise  to  life  from  earth  and  sea ; 
All  the  powers  of  nature,  shaken 
By  his  looks,  prepare  to  flee : 

Careless  sinner, 
What  will  then  become  of  thee  ? 

4  Horrors  past  imagination 

Will  then  surprise  your  trembling  heart, 
When  you  hear  your  condemnation, — 
"  Hence,  accursed  wretch,  depart ! 

Thou  with  Satan 
And  his  angels  have  thy  part ! 
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5  But  to  those  who  have  confessed, 

Loved  and  served  your  Lord  below, 
He  will  say  "Come  in,  ye  blessed, 
See  the  kingdom  I  bestow, 

You  for  ever 
Shall  my  love  in  glory  know." 

6  Under  sorrows  and  reproaches, 

Let  this  thought  our  courage  raise  ; 
Swiftly  God's  great  day  approaches, 
Sighs  shall  then  be  turn'd  to  praise : 

May  we  triumph 
When  this  world  is  in  a  blaze. 


^HEN  converts  first  begin  to  sing, 


Their  theme  is  all-redeeming  love, 
Fain  would  they  be  with  Christ  above. 

2  With  admiration  they  behold 

The  love  of  Christ  that  can't  be  told  ; 
They  view  themselves  upon  the  shore, 
And  think  the  battle  all  is  o'er. 

3  They  feel  themselves  quite  free  from  pain, 
And  think  their  enemies  are  slain  ; 

They  make  no  doubt  but  all  is  well, 
And  Satan  is  cast  down  to  hell. 

4  They  wonder  why  old  saints  don't  sing, 
And  make  the  heav'nly  arches  ring, 
King  with  melodious,  joyful  sound, 
Because  a  prodigal  is  found. 


SONG  39.    (L.  M.) 
Young  Converts. 


Their  happy  souls  are  on  the  wing, 
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5  Bat  'tis  not  long  before  they  feel 
Their  feeble  souls  begin  to  reel ; 

They  think  their  former  hopes  were  vain, 
For  they  are  bound  in  Satan's  chain. 

6  The  morning  that  did  shine  so  bright, 
Is  turn'd  to  gloomy  shades  of  night ; 
Their  hearts  that  did  with  music  sing, 
Are  now  untuned  in  every  string. 

7  O  !  foolish  child,  why  didst  thou  boast 
In  the  enlargement  of  thy  coast  ? 
Why  didst  thou  think  to  fly  away, 
Before  thou  left  this  feeble  clay  ? 

8  Come,  take  up  arms,  and  face  the  field, 
Come  gird  on  harness,  sword  and  shield, 
Stand  fast  in  faith,  fight  for  your  King, 
And  soon  the  vict'ry  you  shall  win. 

9  When  Satan  comes  to  tempt  your  minds, 
Then  meet  him  with  these  blessed  lines, — 
For  Christ  the  Lord  has  swept  the  field, 
And  we're  determined  not  to  yield. 

SONG  40.    (C.  M.) 
The  Heavenly  Jerusalem. 

JERUSALEM,  my  happy  home, 
O  how  I  long  for  thee! 
When  will  my  sorrows  have  an  end  ? 
Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see? 

2  Thy  walls  are  all  of  precious  stone, 
Most  glorious  to  behold ; 
Thy  gates  are  richly  set  with  pearl, 
Thy  streets  are  paved  with  gold. 
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3  Thy  garden  and  thy  pleasant  walks, 

My  study  long  have  been  ; 
Such  dazzling  views  by  human  sight 
Have  never  yet  been  seen. 

4  Reach  down,  O  Lord,  thy  arm  of  grace, 

And  cause  me  to  ascend, 
Where  congregations  ne'er  break  up, 
And  Sabbaths  never  end. 

5  Jesus,  my  Lord,  to  glory 's  gone, 

Him  will  I  go  and  see, 
And  all  my  brethren  here  below 
Will  soon  come  after  me. 

6  My  friends,  I  bid  you  all  adieu, 

I  leave  you  in  God's  care ; 
And  if  I  never  more  see  you, 
Go  on,  I'll  meet  you  there. 

7  When  we've  been  there  ten  thousand  years, 

Bright  shining  as  the  sun, 
We've  no  less  days  to  sing  God's  praise, 
Than  when  we  first  began. 


SONG  41.  (8s.) 
"None  upon  earth  I  desire  besides  Thee." 

HOW  tedious  and  tasteless  the  hours, 
When  Jesus  no  longer  I  see ; 
Sweet  prospects,  sweet  birds,  and  sweet  flow'] 

Have  all  lost  their  sweetness  to  me : 
The  midsummer  sun  shines  but  dim, 

The  fields  strive  in  vain  to  look  gay ; 
But  when  I  am  happy  in  him, 
December *s  as  pleasant  as  May. 


SONG  42. 
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2  His  name  yields  the  richest  perfume, 

And  sweeter  than  music  his  voice, 
His  presence  disperses  my  gloom, 

And  makes  all  within  me  rejoice : 
I  should,  were  he  always  thus  nigh, 

Have  nothing  to  wish  or  to  fear, 
No  mortal  so  happy  as  I, 

My  summer  would  last  all  the  year. 

3  Content  with  beholding  his  face, 

My  all  to  his  pleasure  resign'd ; 
No  changes  of  season  or  place 

Would  make  any  change  in  my  mind : 
While  bless'd  with  a  sense  of  his  love, 

A  palace  a  toy  would  appear  ; 
And  prisons  would  palaces  prove, 

If  Jesus  would  dwell  with  me  there. 

4  Dear  Lord,  if  indeed  I  am  thine, 

If  thou  art  my  sun  and  my  song, 
Say  why  do  I  languish  and  pine  ? 

And  why  are  my  winters  so  long  ? 
O  drive  these  dark  clouds  from  the  sky, 

Thy  soul-cheering  presence  restore, 
Or  take  me  to  thee  up  on  high, 

Where  winter  and  clouds  are  no  more. 

SONG  42.  (C.  M.) 
Farewell  to  the  World. 

171  ARE  WELL,  vain  world,  I  bid  adieu, 
j     Your  glory  I  despise, 
Your  friendship  I  no  more  pursue, 
Your  flatt'ries  are  but  lies. 

2  You  promise  happiness  in  vain, 
Nor  can  you  satisfy, 
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Your  highest  pleasures  turn  to  pain, 
And  all  your  treasures  die. 

3  Had  I  the  Indies,  east  and  west,  * 

And  riches  of  the  sea, 
Without  my  God  I  could  not  rest, 
For  he  is  all  to  me. 

4  Then  let  my  soul  rise  far  above  ; 

By  faith  I'll  take  my  wing, 
To  the  eternal  realms  of  love, 
Where  saints  and  angels  sing. 


SONG  43.  (8.  7.) 
Gloom  of  Autumn. 

HAIL,  ye  sighing  sons  of  sorrow, 
Learn  with  me  your  certain  doom, 
Learn  with  me  your  fate  to-morrow, 

Dead,  perhaps  laid  in  the  tomb. 
See  all  nature  fading,  dying, 

Silent,  all  things  seem  to  mourn, 
Life,  from  vegetation  flying, 

Calls  to  mind  the  mould'ring  urn. 

2  Lo!  the  graceful  cedars  rising 

In  the  forest,  how  they  nod ; 
Scenes  of  nature,  how  surprising ! — 

Read  in  nature,  nature's  God. 
While  the  annual  frosts  are  cropping 

Leaves  and  tendrils  from  the  trees, 
So  our  friends  are  yearly  dropping; 

We  are  like  to  one  of  these. 


3  Hollow  winds  about  me  roaring, 
Noisy  waters  round  me  rise, 


SONG  44. 
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While  I  sit  my  fate  deploring, 

Tears  fast  streaming  from  my  eyes. 

What  to  me  is  autumn's  treasure, 
Since  I  know  no  earthly  joy, 

Long  have  I  lost  all  youthful  pleasure ; 
Time  will  health  and  youth  destroy. 

4  Former  friends,  how  oft  I've  sought  them, 

Just  to  cheer  a  troubled  mind, 
Now  they're  gone  like  leaves  of  autumn, 

Driven  by  the  dreary  wind. 
When  a  few  more  days  are  wasted, 

And  a  few  more  scenes  are  o'er, 
When  a  few  more  griefs  I've  tasted, 

I  shall  rise  to  fall  no  more. 


5  Fast  my  sun  of  life 's  declining, 

Soon  'twill  set  in  endless  night, 
But  my  hopes  and  joys  reviving, 

Rise  to  fairer  worlds  of  light ; 
Cease  this  trembling,  mourning,  sighing, 

Death  shall  burst  this  sullen  gloom, 
Then  my  spirit,  fluttering,  flying, 

Shall  be  borne  beyond  the  tomb. 


SONG  44.    (C.  M.) 
Christ's  presence  makes  a  death-bed  easy. 

WHY  should  we  start  and  fear  to  die  ? 
What  tim'rous  worms  we  mortals  are! 
Death  is  the  gate  of  endless  joy, 
And  yet  we  dread  to  enter  there. 

2  The  pains,  the  groans,  and  dying  strife, 
Fright  our  approaching  souls  away  ; 
Still  we  shrink  back  again  to  life, 
Fond  of  our  prison  and  our  clay. 
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3  Oh  !  if  my  Lord  would  come  and  meet, 

My  soul  should  stretch  her  wings  in  haste, 
Fly  fearless  through  death's  iron  gate, 
Nor  feel  the  terrors  as  she  past ! 

4  Jesus  can  make  a  dying  bed 

Feel  soft  as  downy  pillows  are, 
While  on  his  breast  I  lean  my  head, 
And  breathe  my  life  out  sweetly  there. 

SONG  45.    (L.  M.) 

To  be  sung  after  Baptism,  or  when  received  into 
fellowship. 

THESE  honour'd  saints,  redeem 'd  by  blood, 
Now  join  the  happy  church  of  God ; 
Drawn  by  the  cords  of  love  and  grace, 
In  Zion  now  they  take  their  place. 

2  With  pleasure  we  these  lambs  behold, 
Ent'ring  the  great  Redeemer's  fold  : 
May  we  with  them  for  ever  prove 

A  gospel  church,  a  house  of  love. 

3  Hosanna  !  let  each  member  join 

To  praise  the  Lamb  with  songs  divine  ; 
Who  gave  his  life,  and  spilt  his  blood, 
To  bring  our  precious  souls  to  God. 

4  O  may  we  keep  the  heavenly  road 
Which  leads  us  to  his  blest  abode  ; 
And  each  his  footsteps  daily  trace, 
Till  we  shall  reach  that  holy  place. 

5  There  in  sweet  chorus  we  shall  join, 
Where  saints  and  angels  all  combine 
To  praise  the  Lamb,  (who  ever  reigns,) 
On  harps  of  gold,  in  endless  strains. 


SONG  46. 
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SONG  46.    (C.  M.) 
Jl  Church  established  or  imbodied. 

NO  sleep  nor  slumber  to  the  eyes 
Good  David  could  afford, 
Till  he  had  found  below  the  skies 
A  dwelling  for  the  Lord. 

2  The  Lord  in  Zion  placed  his  name, 

His  ark  was  settled  there  ; 
To  Zion  the  whole  nation  came 
To  worship  thrice  a  year. 

3  But  we  have  no  such  lengths  to  go, 

Nor  wander  far  abroad  ; 
Where'er  the  saints  assemble  now, 
There  is  a  house  for  God. 

4  Arise,  O  King  of  Grace,  arise, 

And  enter  to  thy  rest  ! 
Thy  church  awaits,  with  longing  eyes, 
Thus  to  be  own'd  and  blest. 

5  Enter  with  all  thy  glorious  train, 

Thy  spirit  and  thy  word, 
All  that  the  ark  did  once  contain, 
Could  no  such  grace  afford. 

6  Here,  mighty  God  !  accept  our  vows ; 

Here  let  thy  praise  be  spread; 
Bless  the  provisions  of  thy  bouse, 
And  fill  the  poor  with  bread. 

7  Here  let  the  Son  of  David  reign, 

Let  God's  Anointed  shine; 
Justice  and  truth  his  court  maintain, 
With  love  and  power  divine. 
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8  Here  let  him  hold  a  lasting  throne, 
And  as  his  kingdom  grows, 
Fresh  honours  shall  adorn  his  crown, 
And  shame  confound  his  foes. 

SONG  47.    (C.  M.) 

Before  joining  hands  in  token  of  Church  Covenant. 

WE  now  receive  the  grace  divine, 
And  all  with  one  accord, 
In  a  perpetual  cov'nant,  join 
Ourselves  to  Christ  the  Lord. 

2  Give  up  ourselves  through  Jesus'  power, 

His  name  to  glorify ; 
And  promise,  in  this  sacred  hour, 
For  him  to  live  and  die. 

3  The  cov'nant  we  this  moment  make, 

Be  ever  kept  in  mind ; 
We  will  no  more  our  God  forsake, 
Or  cast  his  words  behind. 

4  We  never  will  throw  off  his  fear, 

Who  hears  our  solemn  vow; 
And  if  thou,  Lord,  art  pleased  to  hear, 
Come  down,  and  bless  us  now. 

5  To  each  the  cov'nant  blood  apply, 

Which  takes  our  sins  away, 
And  register  our  names  on  high, 
And  keep  us  to  that  day. 

SONG  48.    (C.  M.) 
After  Imbodying. 

OUR  souls  by  love  together  knit, 
United  all  in  one ; 


SONG  49. 
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One  hope,  one  heart,  one  mind,  one  voice, 
'Tis  heaven  on  earth  begun  ! 

2  We're  soldiers,  fighting  for  our  God; 

Tho'  trembling  cowards  fly, 
We'll  stand  unshaken,  firm  and  fix'd, 
With  Christ  to  live  and  die. 

3  Let  devils  rage,  and  hell  assail, 

We'll  fight  our  passage  through, 
Tho'  foes  unite,  and  friends  desert, 
We'll  seize  the  prize  in  view. 

4  The  little  cloud  increases  fast, 

The  heavens  are  big  with  rain, 
We  wait  to  catch  the  turning  shower, 
And  all  its  moisture  drain. 

5  A  rill,  a  stream,  a  torrent  flows, 

And  pours  a  mighty  flood ; — 
O'erturn  the  nations,  King  of  kings, 
Till  all  proclaim  thee  God  ! 

6  And  when  thou  mak'st  thy  jewels  up, 

And  set'st  thy  starry  crown, 
When  all  the  sparkling  gems  shall  shine, 
Proclaim'd  by  thee,  thine  own, 

7  May  we,  this  little  loving  band, 

We  sinners,  saved  by  grace, 
From  glory  unto  glory  changed, 
Behold  thee  face  to  face. 

Sharon.]        SONG  49.    (L.  M.) 

FROM  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise. 
Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung 
Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 
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Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord, 

Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word, 

Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 

Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 

2  Your  lofty  themes,  ye  mortals,  bring, 
In  songs  of  praise  divinely  sing ; 
The  great  salvation  loud  proclaim, 
And  shout  for  joy  the  Saviour's  name. 
In  every  land  begin  the  song, 
To  every  land  the  strains  belong, 
In  cheerful  sounds  all  voices  raise, 
And  fill  the  world  with  loudest  praise. 

SONG  50.    (4  6s.  &  2  8s.) 
The  Year  of  Jubilee. 

BLOW  ye  the  trumpet,  blow 
The  gladly  solemn  sound  ; 
Let  all  the  nations  know, 

To  earth's  remotest  bound, 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come : 
Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 

2  The  Gospel  trumpet  hear, 

The  news  of  heav'nly  grace ; 
Ye  happy  souls,  draw  near, 

Behold  your  Saviour's  face  ; 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come, 
Return  to  your  eternal  home. 

3  Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  sin-atoning  Lamb ; 
Redemption  in  his  blood, 

Throughout  the  world  proclaim  ; 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come, 
Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 


SONG  51. 
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St.  John's.)    SONG  51.  (4  8s  &  2  6s.) 

0 GLORIOUS  hope  of  perfect  We! 
It  lifts  me  up  to  things  above ; 
It  bears  on  eagle's  wings ; 
It  gives  my  ravish'd  soul  a  taste, 
And  makes  me,  for  some  moments,  feast 
With  Jesus'  priests  and  kings. 

2  Rejoicing  now  in  earnest  hope, 

I  stand,  and  from  the  mountain  top, 

See  all  the  land  below  : 
Rivers  of  milk  and  honey  rise, 
And  all  the  fruits  of  Paradise 

In  endless  plenty  grow. 

3  A  land  of  corn,  and  wine,  and  oil, 
Favour'd  with  God's  peculiar  smile, 

With  every  blessing  blest ; 
There  dwells  the  Lord  our  Righteousness, 
And  keeps  his  own  in  perfect  peace, 

And  everlasting  rest. 

4  O  that  I  might  at  once  go  up, 
No  more  on  this  side  Jordan  stop, 

But  now  the  land  possess! 
This  moment  end  my  legal  years, 
Sorrows  and  sins,  and  doubts  and  fears, 

A  howling  wilderness. 

5  Now,  O  my  Jesus,  bring  me  in, 
Cast  out  thy  foes ;  the  inbred  sin, 

The  carnal  mind  remove ; 
The  purchase  of  thy  death  divide ; 
And  O!  with  all  the  sanctified, 

Give  me  a  lot  of  love  ! 

16 
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Love  Divine.]  SONG  52.    (8s.  &  7s.) 

LOVE  divine,  all  loves  excelling, 
Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down 
Fix  in  us  thy  humble  dwelling, 

All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown. 
Jesus,  thou  art  all  compassion, 

Pure,  unbounded  love  thou  art, 
Visit  us  with  thy  salvation, 
Enter  every  trembling  heart. 

2  Breathe,  O  breathe  thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast! 
Let  us  all  in  thee  inherit, 

Let  us  find  that  second  rest. 
Take  away  our  bent  of  sinning, 

Alpha  and  Omega  be, 
End  of  faith  as  its  beginning, 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

3  Come,  Almighty  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  thy  life  receive, 
Suddenly  return,  and  never, 

Never  more  thy  temples  leave: 
Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing, 

Serve  thee  as  thy  hosts  above, 
Pray,  and  praise  thee  without  ceasing, 

Glory  in  thy  perfect  love. 

4  Finish  then  thy  new  creation, 

Pure  and  spotless  let  us  be ; 
Let  us  see  thy  great  salvation, 

Perfectly  restored  in  thee  ! 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory, 

Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place, 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  thee, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise  ! 


SONG  53,  54. 
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Ebenezer.]    SONG  53.    (8s.  &  7s.) 
riOME,  thou  Fount  of  every  blessing, 


Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing, 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise  : 

Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet, 
Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above  ; 

Praise  the  mount — I'm  fix'd  upon  it: 
Mount  of  thy  redeeming  love! 

2  Here  I'll  raise  mine  Ebenezer, 

Hither  by  thy  help  I'm  come; 
And  I  hope,  by  thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wand'ring  from  the  fold  of  God  ; 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Interposed  his  precious  blood. 

3  O!  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I'm  constrain'd  to  be! 
Let  thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wand'ring  heart  to  thee  : 
Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it, 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love — 
Here's  my  heart,  O  take  and  seal  it, 

Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above. 

Kennebeck.]   SONG  54.    (4  8s  &  2  6s.) 


ND  am  I  only  born  to  die  ? 
And  must  I  suddenly  comply 


With  nature's  stern  decree  ? 
%  What  after  death  to  me  remains, 
Celestial  joys,  or  hellish  pains, 
To  all  eternity? 


Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace; 
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2  How  then  ought  I  on  earth  to  live, 
While  God  prolongs  the  kind  reprieve, 

And  props  the  house  of  clay  ? 
My  sole  concern,  my  single  care, 
To  watch,  and  tremble,  and  prepare, 

Against  that  fatal  day! 

3  No  room  for  mirth  or  trifling  here, 
For  worldly  hope,  or  worldly  fear, 

If  life  so  soon  is  gone  ; 
If  now  the  Judge  is  at  the  door, 
And  all  mankind  must  stand  before 

TV  inexorable  throne! 

4  No  matter  which  my  thoughts  employ, 
A  moment's  misery  or  joy  ; 

But  oh!  when  both  shall  end, 
Where  shall  I  find  my  destined  place  ? 
Shall  I  my  everlasting  days 

With  fiends  or  angels  spend  ? 

5  Nothing  is  worth  a  thought  beneath, 
But  how  I  may  escape  the  death 

That  never,  never  dies ! 
How  make  mine  own  election  sure, 
And  when  I  fail  on  earth,  secure 

A  mansion  in  the  skies. 

6  Jesus,  vouchsafe  a  pitying  ray, 

Be  thou  my  guide,  be  thou  my  way 

To  glorious  happiness! 
Ah!  write  the  pardon  on  my  heart! 
And  whensoe'er  I  hence  depart, 

Let  me  depart  in  peace  ! 

SONG  55.    (8  lines  8s.) 

STILL  out  of  the  deepest  abyss 
Of  trouble,  I  mournfully  cry, 
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And  pine  to  recover  my  peace, 
And  see  my  Redeemer  and  die. 

1  cannot,  1  cannot  forbear 

These  passionate  longings  for  home; 

O!  when  shall  my  spirit  be  there  ; 
O!  when  will  the  messenger  come  ? 

2  Thy  nature  I  long  to  put  on, 

Thine  image  on  earth  to  regain ; 
And  then  in  the  grave  to  lay  doWn 

This  burden  of  body  and  pain. 
O  Jesus,  in  pity  draw  near, 

And  lull  me  to  sleep  on  thy  breast, 
Appear,  to  my  rescue  appear, 

And  gather  me  into  thy  rest. 

3  To  take  a  poor  fugitive  in, 

The  arms  of  thy  mercy  display, 
And  give  me  to  rest  from  all  sin, 

And  bear  me  triumphant  away, 
Away  from  a  world  of  distress, 

Away  to  the  mansions  above, 
The  heaven  of  seeing  thy  face, 

The  heaven  of  feeling  thy  love. 


SONG  56.    (8  lines  8.  6s.) 
Pilgrim. 
OW  happy  every  child  of  grace, 


This  earth,  he  cries,  is  not  my  place, 
I  seek  my  place  in  heaven  : 

A  country  far  from  mortal  sight, 
Yet  O !  by  faith  I  see  ; 

The  land  of  rest,  the  saints'  delight, 
The  heaven  prepared  for  me. 


Who  knows  his  sins  forgiven, 
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2  O  what  a  blessed  hope  is  ours! 

While  here  on  earth  we  stay, 
We  more  than  taste  the  heavenly  powers, 

And  antedate  that  day; 
We  feel  the  resurrection  near, 

Our  life  in  Christ  conceal'd, 
And  with  his  glorious  presence  here 

Our  earthen  vessels  fill'd. 

3  O  would  he  more  of  heaven  bestow, 

And  let  the  vessels  break  ; 
And  let  our  ransom'd  spirits  go, 

To  grasp  the  God  we  seek, 
In  rapturous  awe  on  him  to  gaze, 

Who  bought  the. sight  for  me, 
And  shout  and  wonder  at  his  grace, 

To  all  eternity. 

SONG  57.    (5  lines  4  8s  &  7.) 
The  Union. 

COME,  saints  and  sinners,  hear  me  tell 
The  wonders  of  lmmanuel, 
Who  saved  me  from  a  burning  hell, 
And  brought  my  soul  with  him  to  dwell, 
And  gave  me  heavenly  union. 

2  When  Jesus  stoop'd  to  hear  my  cry, 
And  saw  my  soul  in  ruin  lie, 

He  look'd  on  me  with  pitying  eye, 
And  said  to  me  as  he  pass'd  by, 
With  God  you  have  no  union. 

3  O!  God,  have  mercy,  then  said  I, 
And  look'd  this  way  and  that  to  fly  ; 
It  grieved  me  sore  that  I  must  die — 
I  strove  salvation  then  to  buy, 

But  still  I  had  no  union. 
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4  But  when  1  hated  all  my  sin, 
My  kind  Redeemer  took  me  in, 

And  with  his  blood  he  wash'd  me  clean, 
And  oh  !  what  seasons  I  have  seen, 
Since  first  I  felt  this  union. 

5  I  praised  the  Lord  both  night  and  day, 
I  went  from  house  to  house  to  pray, 
And  if  I  met  one  on  the  way, 

1  something  always  found  to  say, 
About  this  heavenly  union. 

6  I  wonder  why  the  saints  don't  sing, 
And  praise  the  Lord  upon  the  wing, 
And  make  the  heavenly  arches  ring, 
With  loud  hosannas  to  their  King, 

Who  brought  their  souls  to  union. 

7  O !  come,  backsliders,  come  away, 
And  learn  to  do  as  well  as  say, 
Come  learn  to  watch  as  well  as  pray, 
And  bear  your  cross  from  day  to  day, 

And  then  you'll  feel  this  union. 

8  We  soon  shall  leave  all  things  below, 
And  quit  these  climes  of  pain  and  wo ; 
And  then  we'll  all  to  glory  go, 

Where  we  shall  see,  and  hear,  and  know, 
And  feel  a  perfect  union. 

9  Come,  heaven  and  earth,  unite  your  lays, 
And  give  to  Jesus  endless  praise, 

And  O!  my  soul,  with  wonder  gaze, 
He  bleeds,  he  dies,  your  debt  he  pays, 
To  give  you  heavenly  union. 

10  O!  that  I  could,  like  Gabriel,  sound 
Salvation  through  the  earth  around, 
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The  devil's  kingdom  to  confound, 
I'd  triumph  on  lmmanuel's  ground, 
And  spread  the  glorious  union. 

SONG  58.    (6  lines,  4  8s.  &  2  6s.) 
The  New  Birth. 

AWAKED  by  Sinai's  awful  sound, 
My  soul  in  guilt  and  thrall  I  found, 
And  knew  not  where  to  go; 
Eternal  truth  did  loud  proclaim, 
"  The  sinner  must  be  born  again, 
Or  sink  in  endless  wo." 

2  Amazed  I  stood,  but  could  not  tell 
Which  way  to  shun  the  gates  of  hell, 

(For  death  and  hell  drew  near,) 
I  strove,  indeed,  but  strove  in  vain; 
The  sinner  must  be  born  again, 

Still  sounded  in  my  ear. 

3  When  to  the  law  I  trembling  fled, 
It  pour'd  its  curses  on  my  head, 

I  no  relief  could  find  ; 
This  fearful  truth  increased  my  pain, 
The  sinner  must  be  born  again, 

And  whelm'd  by  tortured  mind. 

4  Again  did  Sinai's  thunders  roll, 
And  guilt  lay  heavy  on  my  soul, 

A  vast,  unwieldy  load ; 
Alas!  I  read  and  saw  it  plain. 
The  sinner  must  be  born  again, 

Or  drink  the  wrath  of  God. 

5  The  saints  I  heard  with  rapture  tell 
How  Jesus  conquer'd  death  and  hell. 

And  broke  the  fowler's  snare ; 
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Yet  when  I  found  this  truth  remain, 
The  sinner  must  be  born  again, 
I  sunk  in  deep  despair. 

6  But  while  I  thus  in  anguish  lay, 
Jesus  of  Naz'reth  pass'd  that  way, 

And  felt  his  pity  move; 
The  sinner,  by  his  justice  slain, 
Now  of  his  grace  is  born  again, 

And  sings  redeeming  love. 

7  To  heaven  the  joyful  tidings  flew, 
The  angels  tuned  their  harps  anew, 

And  loftier  notes  did  raise  ; 
All  hail !  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain, 
Unnumber'd  millions  born  again, 

Shall  shout  thine  endless  praise. 

SONG  59.    (lis  &  8s.) 
Description  of  Christ. 

f\  THOU,  in  whose  presence  my  soul  takes 
\J    On  whom  in  affliction  I  call,  [delight, 
My  comfort  by  day,  and  my  song  in  the  night, 
My  hope,  my  salvation,  my  all. 

2  Where  dost  thou  at  noontide  resort  with  thy 

To  feed  on  the  pastures  of  love  ?  [sheep, 
For  why  in  the  valley  of  death  should  I  weep, 
Or  alone  in  the  wilderness  rove  ? 

3  Or  why  should  I  wander,  an  alien  from  thee, 

Or  cry  in  the  desert  for  bread  ? 
Thy  foes  will  rejoice  when  my  sorrows  they  see, 
And  smile  at  the  tears  I  have  shed. 

4  Ye  daughters  of  Zion,  declare,  have  ye  seen 

The  star  that  on  Israel  shone  ? 
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Say,  if  in  your  tents  my  beloved  has  been, 
And  where  with  his  flocks  he  is  gone  ? 

5  This  is  my  beloved,  his  form  is  divine, 

His  vestments  shed  odours  around, 
The  locks  on  his  head  are  as  grapes  on  the  vine, 
When  autumn  with  plenty  is  crown'd. 

6  The  roses  of  Sharon,  the  lilies  that  grow 

In  the  vales  on  the  banks  of  the  streams, 
On  his  cheeks  in  the  beauty  of  excellence  blow, 
And  his  eyes  are  as  quivers  of  beams! 

7  His  voice,  as  the  sound  of  the  dulcimer  sweet, 

Is  heard  through  the  shadows  of  death ; 
The  cedars  of  Lebanon  bow  at  his  feet, 
The  air  is  perfumed  with  his  breath. 

8  His  lips,  as  a  fountain  of  righteousness,  flow, 

And  water  the  garden  of  grace, 
From  which  their  salvation  the  Gentiles  shall 
And  bask  in  the  smiles  of  his  face,  [know, 

9  Love  sits  in  his  eyelids,  and  scatters  delight 

Through  all  the  bright  mansions  on  high, 
Their  faces  the  cherubim  veil  in  his  sight, 
And  tremble  with  fulness  of  joy. 

10  He  looks,  and  ten  thousands  of  angels  rejoice, 

And  myriads  wait  for  his  word; 
He  speaks,  and  eternity,  fill'd  with  his  voice, 
Re-echoes  the  praise  of  her  Lord. 

11  His  vestment  of  righteousness  who  shall  de- 

Its  purity  words  would  defile;  [scribe! 
The  heavens  from  his  presence  fresh  beauties 
And  earth  is  made  rich  by  his  smile,  [imbibe, 
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12  Christ  is  my  beloved,  in  excellence  bright, 
When  pleased  he  looks  down  from  above, 
Like  the  morn  when  he  breathes  from  the 
chambers  of  light, 
And  comforts  his  people  with  love. 


SONG  60.    (13.  12.  6.) 
Encouragement  in  Troubles. 
HY  should  I  be  affrighted  at  pestilence 


The  fiercer  the  tempest,  the  sooner  it  is  o'er: 
With  Jesus  in  the  vessel,  the  billows  rise  in  vain; 
They  only  can  convey  me  to  yonder  blissful 
plain, 

With  glory  in  my  soul. 

2  This  world  is  full  of  dangers,  and  Satan  presses 

hard, 

But  Jesus  has  promised  that  he  will  be  my 
guard, 

Then  I  shall  not  be  tempted  above  what  I  can 
bear, 

When  fighting 's  done,  escorted,  his  kingdom 
I  shall  share, 
With  glory  in  my  soul. 

3  From  him  I  have  my  orders,  and  while  I  him 

obey, 

I  find  his  Holy  Spirit  illuminates  my  way  ; 
The  way  is  so  delightful,  I  wish  to  travel  on, 
Till  I  arrive  in  heaven,  V  receive  a  starry  crown, 
With  glory  in  my  soul. 

4  Although  my  flesh  is  mortal,  immortal  is  my 


I'll  try,  like  holy  Moses,  to  gain  the  mountain 


and  war ; 


hope, 


top  ; 
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Then,  at  Jehovah's  bidding,  with  cheerfulness 
to  die, 

And  then  ascend  to  heaven,  and  reign  above  the 
sky, 

With  glory  in  my  soul. 

5  Though  sinners  do  despise  me,  and  laugh  at 

what  I  say, 

I  find  a  little  number  still  in  the  narrow  way. 
Come  on,  come  on,  my  brethren,  they  laugh'd 

at  Jesus  too ; 
The  crown  appears  before  us,  and  heaven's  in 

our  view, 
With  glory  in  our  souls. 

6  I  must  conclude  my  song,  though  it  is  against 

my  will, 

I  wish  to  have  the  power  to  sing  while  I  can 
feel, 

1  long  to  see  the  time,  when  immortal  1  shall  be 
To  shout  and  praise  my  Saviour  through  all 
eternity, 
With  glory  in  my  soul. 

SONG  61.    (8.  8.  6.) 

OGOD,  one  spark  of  heavenly  fire, 
T'  awake  my  soul  with  warm  desire 
To  reach  the  realms  above  ; 
Immortal  glories  round  me  shine, 
I  drink  the  streams  of  life  divine, 
And  sing  redeeming  love. 

2  O  !  could  I  wing  my  way  in  haste, 
Soon  with  bright  seraphs  I  would  feast, 

And  learn  their  sweet  employ: 
I'd  glide  along  the  heavenly  stream, 
And  join  the  most  exalted  theme 

Of  everlasting  joy. 
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3  Too  mean  this  little  globe  for  me, 
Nor  will  I  here  contented  be, 

To  feast  on  things  so  mean  : 
Its  greatest  riches  are  but  dross, 
Its  grandeur  false,  its  pleasures  gross, 

Its  joys  all  mix'd  with  pain. 

4  But  resting  in  my  Saviour's  arms, 
My  soul  enjoys  transporting  charms, 

Of  everlasting  love  : 
There 's  life,  there 's  joy,  there 's  solid  peace, 
A  friendship  that  will  never  cease, 

A  rock  that  cannot  move. 

5  So,  then,  my  soul,  stretch  every  thought, 
To  reach  within  the  heavenly  court, 

Above  this  mortal  globe: 
Then,  with  bright  angels,  let  me  rise, 
And  find  my  seat  above  the  skies, 

Where  sins  no  more  disturb. 

6  There,  with  an  everlasting  band 

Of  kindred  saints,  at  God's  right  hand, 

My  happy  lot  shall  be, 
To  soar,  to  shout,  to  reign,  to  rest, 
For  ever,  and  for  ever  blest, 

With  thee,  my  God,  with  thee. 

SONG  62.    (8.  7s.) 
Public  Worship. 

WEEPING  pilgrims,  mourning  Christians, 
Weak  and  tempted  lambs  of  Christ, 
Who  endure  great  tribulation, 

And  by  sorrows  sorely  press'd  ; 
Christ  has  sent  me  to  invite  you 
To  a  rich  and  costly  feast ; 
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Let  not  shame  nor  pride  prevent  you, 
Come,  the  rich  provision  taste. 

2  Come,  poor  sinners,  don't  reject  it, 

Don't  reject  the  feast  of  grace  ; 
Rather  pray  and  now  expect  it, 

Pray  a  visit  of  his  face  ; 
God  is  waiting  to  be  gracious, 

He  is  ready  to  be  found ; 
Brethren,  pray,  and  holy  manna 

Will  be  shower'd  all  around. 

3  Fathers,  see  your  sons  now  sinking 

In  the  depths  of  guilt  and  sin  ; 
Trav'ling  to  the  grave,  not  thinking 

What  a  stale  their  souls  are  in  : 
Mothers,  see  your  tender  daughters, 

Wading  through  a  sea  of  blood  ; 
Death  will  soon  make  awful  slaughter, 

O!  the  rolling,  dismal  flood  ! 

4  Without  Christ  they  can't  be  saved  ; 

None  but  God  can  do  them  good  ; 
Can  you  see  your  children  dragged 

Down  to  ruin  in  their  blood, 
Neighbours,  friends,  and  dear  relations, 

To  the  gulf  of  ruin  bound  ? 
Brethren,  pray,  that  holy  fire 

May  be  scatter'd  all  around. 

5  See  poor  souls  that  are  half-hearted, 

Trimming  'twixt  the  world  and  God, 
Sometimes  by  the  world  diverted, 

Then  attracted  by  the  good  : 
Don't  you  pity  poor  backsliders, 

Hypocrites,  and  traitors  too? 
j  ethren,  pray,  that  holy  fire 

May  their  guilty  souls  renew. 


SONG  63. 


247 


6  But,  perhaps,  here's  weeping  Mary, 

Pouring  forth  a  Mood  of  tears  ; 
Of  her  sins  she  now  is  weary, 

While  her  heart  is  fill'd  with  fears? 
Brethren,  let  your  cries  ascending, 

Call  for  holy  fire  down  ; 
Brethren,  pray,  and  holy  manna 

Will  be  shower'd  all  around. 

7  Brethren,  see  that  trembling  jailer, 

Anxiously  he  does  inquire, 
How  to  'scape  from  sin  and  sorrow, — 

To  be  fill'd  with  holy  fire : 
Brethren,  raise  your  voices  higher, 

Sisters,  now  unite  your  cries; 
"Let  us  pray  that  holy  fire, 

May  revive  him  ere  he  dies. 

8  Come,  dear  pilgrims,  let 's  be  marching 

On  to  Canaan's  happy  land  ; 
In  our  blessed  Lord  believing, 

As  a  holy,  loving  band  ; 
Let  us  run  the  race  with  patience, 

Which  in  Gospel  truth  is  found  ; 
Brethren,  pray,  and  holy  manna 

Will  be  shower'd  all  around. 

SONG  63.    (8.  7s.) 
Confident  Believer. 

DEATH  shall  not  destroy  my  comforts, 
Christ  will  guide  me  through  the  gloom, 
Down  he'll  send  some  shining  consort, 
To  convey  my  spirit  home. 


2  Jordan's  stream  shall  not  o'erflow  me, 
While  my  Saviour 's  by  my  side  ; 
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Canaan,  Canaan  lies  before  me, 
Soon  I'll  cross  the  swelling'  tide. 

3  See  the  happy  spirits  waiting 

On  the  banks,  beyond  the  stream; 
Sweet  responses  still  repeating, 
Jesus,  Jesus  is  their  theme. 

4  See,  they  beckon,  hark!  they  call  me, 

*  Sister,  spirit,  come  away  :' 
Lo  !  I  come,  earth  can't  detain  me, 
Hail !  ye  realms  of  endless  day. 

5  Worlds  above,  and  crowns  of  glory, 

Far  above  yon  azure  sky, 
Though  by  faith  I  now  explore  you, 
-    I'll  enjoy  you  soon  on  high. 

6  Soon  I'll  gain  a  full  possession, 

Faith  and  hope  do  now  increase ; 
Love  enlarges  like  the  ocean, 

Love,  that  brightest,  sweetest  grace. 

7  Swiftly  roll,  ye  ling'ring  hours, 

Seraphs,  lend  your  glitt'ring  wings  ; 
Love  absorbs  my  ransom'd  powers, 
Heavenly  music  round  me  rings. 

8  Worlds  above  are  bright  and  glorious, 

All  beneath  is  dark  and  void  ; 
Conquest  gain'd,  I'll  shout  victorious, 
In  the  presence  of  my  God. 

9  Smiling  angels,  mingle  with  me, 

Troops  resplendent  fill  the  skies, 
Glory  shining  all  around  me, 
While  my  tow'ring  spirit  flies. 
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10  Jesus  clad  in  dazzling1  splendour, 
Now  my  Lord  appears  in  view; 
Brethren,  could  you  see  my  Jesus, 
You  would  love  and  praise  him  too. 

Quebec]  SONG  64.  (8s.) 

HE  dies,  the  friend  of  sinners  dies; 
Lo  !  Salem's  daughters  weep  around  ; 
A  solemn  darkness  veils  the  skies! 

A  sudden  trembling  shakes  the  ground. 
Come,  saints,  and  drop  a  tear  or  two 

For  him  who  groan'd  beneath  your  load; 
He  shed  a  thousand  drops  for  you, 
A  thousand  drops  of  richer  blood. 

2  O  love  and  grief  beyond  degree, 

The  Lord  of  glory  dies  for  man  ! 
But  lo  !  what  sudden  joys  we  see, 

Jesus  the  dead  revives  again  ! 
The  rising  God  forsakes  the  tomb, 

(In  vain  the  tomb  forbids  his  rise) 
Cherubic  legions  guard  him  home, 

And  shout  him  welcome  to  the  skies. 

3  Break  off  your  tears,  ye  saints,  and  tell 

How  high  your  great  Deliv'rer  reigns ; 
Sing  how  he  spoil'd  the  hosts  of  hell, 

And  led  the  monster,  death,  in  chains ! 
Say,  "live  for  ever,  wond'rous  King! 

"Born  to  redeem,  and  strong  to  save !" 
Then  ask  the  monster,  "  where 's  thy  sting ; 

"  And  where 's  thy  vict'ry,  boasting  grave  ?M 

SONG  65.  (13s.) 
The  wicked  Kingdom  falling. 

SEE  how  the  wicked  kingdom  is  falling  every 
day,  •    [away ; 

And  still  our  blessed  Jesus  is  winning  souls 
17 
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But  O  !  how  I  am  tempted,  no  mortal  tongue 
can  tell, 

So  often  I'm  surrounded  with  enemies  from  hell. 

2  With  weeping  and  with  wailing,  rny  Jesus  I 

have  found, 
To  crucify  old  nature,  and  break  its  kingdom 
down ; 

Dear  children,  do  not  weary,  but  march  on  in 
the  way, 

For  Jesus  will  stand  by  you,  and  be  your  guard 
and  stay. 

3  If  sinners  will  serve  Satan,  and  join  with  one 

accord, 

Dear  brethren,  I  must  leave  them,  I'm  bound 

to  serve  the  Lord ; 
And  if  you  will  go  with  me,  pray  give  to  me 

your  hand, 

And  we'll  march  on  together,  unto  the  promised 
land. 

4  Through  troubles  and  distresses  we'll  make  our 

way  to  God, 
Though  ofttimes  persecuted  for  serving  Christ 
the  Lord ; 

Our  Jesus  went  before  us,  and  many  sorrows 
bore, 

O  brethren,  let  us  follow,  and  never  grieve 
him  more. 

5  Though  dear  to  me,  my  brethren,  each  one  of 

you  I  feel, 

My  duty  to  my  Jesus  compels  me  now  to  yield; 
But,  while  the  parting  grieves  us,  I'll  humbly 

ask  your  prayers, 
To  bear  me  up  in  trouble,  and  ease  me  of  my 

fears. 
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6  And  you,  my  loving-  brothers,  I  bid  you  all 

farewell, 

With  you,  my  loving  sisters,  1  can  no  longer 
dwell ; 

Farewell  to  all  that's  mourning",  I  hope  the  Lord 
you'll  find, 

To  ease  you  of  your  trouble,  and  give  you 
peace  of  mind. 

7  Farewell,  poor  careless  sinners,  I  love  you 

dearly  well, 
I've  labour'd  much  to  bring  you  with  Jesus 

Christ  to  dwell ; 
I  now  am  bound  to  leave  you,  O  !  tell  me,  will 

you  go  ? 

If  you  won't  be  persuaded  I'll  bid  you  all  adieu. 

8  We'll  bid  farewell  to  sorrow,  to  sickness,  care 

and  pain, 

And  mount  aloft  with  Jesus,  for  ever  there  to 
reign  ; 

We'll  join  to  sing  his  praises  above  th5  ethereal 
blue, 

And  then,  poor  careless  sinners,  what  will  be- 
come of  you? 


SONG  66.    (8.  8.  6.) 

Time's  fleeting  moments. 

MY  days,  my  weeks,  my  months,  my  years, 
Fly  rapid  as  the  whirling  spheres, 
Around  the  steady  pole  : 
Time,  like  the  tide,  its  motion  keeps, 
And  I  must  launch  thro'  boundless  deeps, 
Where  endless  ages  roll, 
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2  The  grave  is  near  the  cradle  seen, 
How  swift  the  moments  pass  between, 

And  whisper  as  they  fly, 
"Unthinking-  man,  remember  this, 
"  Though  fond  of  sublunary  bliss, 

"  That  thou  must  groan  and  die." 

3  My  soul,  attend  the  solemn  call, 
Thine  earthly  tent  must  shortly  fall, 

And  thou  must  take  thy  flight 
Beyond  the  vast,  expansive  blue, 
To  sing  above  as  angels  do, 

Or  sink  in  endless  night. 

4  How  great  the  bliss,  how  great  the  wo, 
Hangs  on  this  point  of  time  below, 

On  this  precarious  breath  ; 
The  Lord  of  nature  only  knows 
Whether  another  year  shall  close, 

Ere  I  expire  in  death. 

5  Long  ere  the  sun  shall  run  his  round, 
I  may  be  buried  under  ground, 

And  there  in  silence  rot; 
Alas !  one  hour  may  close  the  scene, 
And  ere  twelve  months  shall  roll  between, 

My  name  be  quite  forgot. 

6  But  will  my  soul  be  thus  extinct, 
And  cease  to  live,  and  cease  to  think  ? 

It  cannot,  cannot  be. 
Since,  then,  my  soul,  thou  canst  not  die, 
What  wilt  thou  do  or  whither  fly, 

When  death  shall  set  thee  free  ? 

7  Will  mercy  then  her  arms  extend, 
Will  Jesus  be  thy  guardian  friend, 

And  heaven  thy  dwelling  place  ? 
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Or  shall  insulting-  fiends  appear, 
And  drag-  thee  down  to  dark  despair, 
Below  the  reach  of  grace  ? 

8  A  heaven  or  hell,  and  there  alone, 
Beyond  the  present  life,  are  known, 

There  is  no  middle  state ; 
To-day,  attend  the  call  divine, 
To-morrow  may  be  none  of  thine, 

Or  it  may  be  too  late. 

9  O  do  not  pass  this  as  a  dream, 
Vast  is  the  change  what  e'er  it  seem 

To  poor,  unthinking  man  : 
Lord,  at  thy  feet  I  humbly  bow, 
Bid  conscience  plainly  tell  me  now, 

What  it  would  tell  me  then. 

10  If  in  destruction's  road  I  stray, 
Help  me  to  choose  the  better  way, 

That  leads  to  joys  on  high  ; 
Thy  grace  impart,  my  guilt  forgive, 
Nor  let  me  ever  dare  to  live, 

Such  as  1  dare  not  die. 


SONG  67.  (lis.) 
The  Young  Convert. 
OME,  all  who  have  mercy  through  Jesus 


\J  obtain 'd, 
And  hope  of  salvation  and  pardon  regain'd ; 
Come,  join  in  an  anthem,  let  praises  abound, 
And  tell  all  around  us  what  treasure  we've  found. 

2  When  sin,  like  a  mountain,  tremendously  great, 
My  soul  fill'd  with  horror,  how  sad  was  my  state? 
On  the  brink  of  destruction,  bewailing  my  case, 
And  almost  despairing  of  pardoning  grace. 
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3  In  the  valley  I  wander'd  abroad  in  distress, 
My  sorrows  too  great  for  my  tongue  to  express; 
My  heart  had  been  always  to  evil  inclined, 

I  fear'd  that  a  Saviour  I  never  should  find. 

4  When  crying  in  anguish  and  prostrate  in  dust, 
I  own'd  to  be  sentenced  from  God  would  be  just, 
The  Lord,  by  these  words,  caused  my  sorrows 

to  cease, 

"Thy  sins  are  forgiven,  arise,  go  in  peace." 

5  The  captive  was  freed  from  dark  bondage  and 

pain, 

That  long  in  a  dungeon  of  darkness  had  lain; 
The  woods  and  the  valleys  with  praises  did  ring; 
All  glory  to  Jesus,  my  Priest  and  my  King. 

6  Adieu  to  this  world,  and  its  foolish  delight, 
No  longer  its  trifles  my  passions  invite ; 

I'll  follow  my  Saviour,  who  freedom  can  give, 
And  cheerfully  praise  him  as  long  as  1  live. 

SONG  68.    (P.  M.) 
Man's  Redemption. 

THE  glorious  plan  of  man's  redemption, 
By  the  hand  of  God  was  wrought, 
To  save  a  lost  and  ruin'd  nation, 

That  so  to  heaven  they  might  be  brought. 

CHORUS. 

Glory,  honour  and  salvation, 

To  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain; 

Sound  his  praise  through  every  nation, 
O  !  may  it  never  cease  again. 

2  'Twas  Jesus  Christ  our  blessed  Saviour, 
Full  of  love  and  power  too, 
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Who  came  from  heaven  to  redeem  us, 
Was  slain  among  the  wicked  crew. 
Glory,  honour,  &c. 

3  His  precious  blood  the  vict'ry  cost  him, 

Behold,  he  sends  salvation  free, 
And  all  those  who  will  accept  it, 
Receive  both  life  and  liberty. 
Glory,  honour,  &c. 

4  And  now  to  heaven  he  is  ascended, 

And  sits  at  the  right  hand  of  God, 
And  that  is  what  he  first  intended, 
To  spread  salvation  far  abroad. 
Glory,  honour,  &c. 

5  And  now  for  you  what  more  is  wanting, 

Than  what  has  been  already  done  ? 
And  are  you  still  bound  for  destruction — 
Down  to  perdition  will  you  run  ? 

CHORUS. 

Turn,  dear  sinners,  turn  to  Jesus, 
Give  up  your  hearts  now  at  his  call, 

See  your  loving,  bleeding  Saviour, 
Waiting  to  receive  you  all. 

6  Death  and  destruction,  O  !  how  awful; 

How  can  you  endure  the  pain, 
When  God's  great  day 's  so  fast  approaching, 
O  sinners,  sinners,  will  you  turn? 
Turn,  dear  sinners,  &c. 

7  For  then  with  devils  and  their  angels, 

To  all  eternity  you'll  burn  ; 
The  door  of  mercy  shut  against  you — 
O  sinners,  sinners,  will  you  turn? 
Turn,  dear  sinners,  &c. 

8  Your  guilty  conscience  then  will  smite  you, 

Under  the  wrath  of  God  you'll  burn ; 
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There 's  none  but  Jesus  Christ  can  save  you, 
O  sinners,  sinners,  will  you  turn? 
Turn,  dear  sinners,  &c. 


WEET  rivers  of  redeeming-  love 


0  Lie  just  before  mine  eye — 
Had  I  the  pinions  of  a  dove, 

I'd  to  those  rivers  fly. 
I'd  rise  superior  to  my  pain, 

With  joy  outstrip  the  wind  ; 
I'd  cross  bold  Jordan's  stormy  main, 

And  leave  the  world  behind. 

2  While  I'm  imprison'd  here  below, 

In  anguish,  pain  and  smart, 
Ofttimes  those  troubles  I  forego, 

When  love  surrounds  my  heart, 
In  darkest  shadows  of  the  night 

Faith  mounts  the  upper  sky, 

1  then  behold  my  heart's  delight, 
And  would  rejoice  to  die. 

3  I  view  the  monster,  death,  and  smile, 

Now  he  has  lost  his  sting'; 
Though  Satan  rages  all  the  while, 

I  still  the  triumph  sing. 
I  hold  my  Saviour  in  my  arms, 

And  will  not  let  him  go, 
I'm  so  delighted  with  his  charms, 

No  other  good  I'll  know. 

4  A  few  more  days  or  years  at  most, 

My  troubles  will  be  o'er, 
I  hope  to  join  the  heav'nly  host, 
On  Canaan's  happy  shore. 


SONG  69.  (8.  6.) 
The  happy  sick  man. 


SONG  70. 
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My  rapturous  soul  shall  drink  and  feast 

In  love's  unbounded  sea; 
The  glorious  hope  of  endless  rest, 

Brings  pleasing  views  to  me. 

5  O  come,  my  Saviour,  come  away, 

And  bear  me  through  the  sky, 
Nor  let  thy  chariot  wheels  delay, 

Make  haste,  and  bring  it  nigh  : 
I  long  to  see  thy  glorious  face, 

And  in  thine  image  shine, 
To  triumph  in  victorious  grace, 

And  be  for  ever  thine. 

6  Then  will  I  tune  my  harp  of  gold, 

To  my  eternal  King, 
Through  ages  that  can  ne'er  be  told, 

I'll  make  his  praises  ring. 
All  hail !  eternal  Son  of  God, 

Who  died  on  Calvary, 
And  saved  me,  with  thy  precious  blood, 

From  endless  misery. 

7  Ten  thousand  thousands  join  in  one, 

To  praise  the  eternal  Three, 
Prostrate  before  the  blazing  throne 

In  deep  humility. 
They  rise  and  tune  their  harps  of  gold, 

And  sweep  the  immortal  lyre, 
And  ages  that  can  ne'er  be  told, 

Shall  raise  thy  praises  higher. 

SONG  70.  (10,  3  7s  &  9.) 
On  the  Passion  of  Christ. 

SAW  ye  my  Saviour,  saw  ye  my  Saviour, 
Saw  ye  my  Saviour  and  God  ? 
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O  !  he  died  on  Calvary, 
To  atone  for  you  and  me, 

And  to  purchase  our  pardon  with  blood. 

2  He  was  extended  !  he  was  extended  ! 

Shamefully  nail'd  to  the  cross ; 
O  !  he  bow'd  his  head  and  died ; 
Thus  my  Lord  was  crucified, 

To  atone  for  a  world  that  was  lost. 

3  Jesus  hung-  bleeding- !  Jesus  hung  bleeding ! 

Three  dreadful  hours  in  pain  ; 
O  !  the  sun  refused  to  shine, 
When  the  Majesty  divine 

Was  derided,  insulted,  and  slain. 

4  Darkness  prevailed !  darkness  prevailed ! 

Darkness  prevail'd  o'er  the  land  : 
O  !  the  solid  rocks  were  rent, 
Through  Creation's  vast  extent, 

When  the  Jews  crucified  the  God-man. 

5  When  it  was  finish'd,  when  it  was  finish'd, 

And  the  atonement  was  made ; 
He  was  taken  by  the  great, 
And  embalm'd  in  spices  sweet, 

And  in  a  new  sepulchre  was  laid. 

6  Hail !  mighty  Saviour,  hail !  mighty  Saviour, 

Prince,  and  the  author  of  peace, 
O  !  he  burst  the  bands  of  death, 
Turn'd  aside  Jehovah's  wrath, 

And  ascended  to  mansions  of  bliss. 

7  Now  interceding!  Now  interceding ! 

Pleading  that  sinners  may  live ; 
Crying,  "Father,  I  have  died! 
O  !  behold  my  hands  and  side, 

To  redeem  them  ;  I  pray  thee  forgive." 
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8  I  will  forgive  them,  I  will  forgive  them, 
If  they'll  repent  and  believe ; 

Let  them  now  return  to  me, 

And  be  reconciled  to  thee, 
And  salvation  they  all  shall  receive. 

SONG  71.  (8.  7.) 
Exciting  to  Prayer. 

BRETHREN,  we  have  met  to  worship 
And  adore  the  Lord  our  God, 
Will  you  pray  with  all  your  power, 

While  we  try  to  preach  the  word  ? 
All  is  vain  unless  the  Spirit 

Of  the  Holy  One  come  down, 
Brethren,  pray,  and  holy  manna 
Will  be  shower'd  all  around. 

2  Brethren,  see  poor  sinners  round  you 

Trembling  on  the  brink  of  wro, 
Death  is  coming,  hell  is  moving, 

Can  you  bear  to  let  them  go  ? 
See  our  fathers,  see  our  mothers 

And  our  children  sinking  down, 
Brethren,  pray,  and  holy  manna, 

Will  be  shower'd  all  around. 

3  Sisters,  will  you  join  and  help  us, 

Moses'  sisters  aided  him  ; 
Will  you  help  the  trembling  mourners, 

Who  are  struggling  hard  with  sin, 
Tell  them  all  about  the  Saviour, 

Tell  them  that  he  will  be  found, 
Sisters,  pray,  and  holy  manna 

Will  be  shower'd  all  around. 

4  Is  there  here  a  trembling  jailer, 

Seeking  grace  and  fill'd  with  fears  ? 
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Is  there  here  a  weeping  Mary, 
Pouring-  forth  a  flood  of  tears  ? 

Brethren,  join  your  cries  to  help  them, 
Sisters,  let  your  prayers  abound, 

Pray,  O  pray,  that  holy  manna 
May  be  scatter'd  all  around. 

5  Let  us  love  our  God  supremely, 

Let  us  love  each  other  too, — 
Let  us  love  and  pray  for  sinners, 

Till  our  God  makes  all  things  new; 
Then  he'll  call  us  home  to  heaven, 

At  his  table  we'll  sit  down, 
Christ  will  gird  himself  and  serve  us, 

With  sweet  manna  all  around. 


SONG  72.    (7.  6.  7.  6.  7.  8.  7.  6.) 
Sin  no  more,  lest  a  worse  thing  come  unto  thee. 

JESUS,  friend  of  sinners,  hear, 
Yet  once  again  I  pray  ; 
From  my  debt  of  sin  set  clear, 

For  I  have  nought  to  pay : 
Speak,  O  speak  the  kind  release, 

A  poor  backsliding  soul  restore ; 
Love  me  freely,  seal  my  peace, 
And  bid  me  sin  no  more. 

2  For  my  selfishness  and  pride 

Thou  hast  withdrawn  thy  grace  ; 
Left  me  long  to  wander  wide, 

An  outcast  from  thy  face ; 
But  I  now  my  sins  confess, 

And  mercy,  mercy,  1  implore  •, 
Love  me  freely,  seal  my  peace, 

And  bid  me  sin  no  more. 
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3  Sin's  deceitfulness  hath  spread 

A  hardness  o'er  my  heart, 
But  if  thou  thy  Spirit  shed, 

The  hardness  shall  depart : 
Shed  thy  love,  thy  tenderness, 

And  let  me  feel  the  soft'ning  power; 
Love  me  freely,  seal  my  peace, 

And  bid  me  sin  no  more. 

4  From  th'  oppressive  power  of  sin 

My  struggling-  spirit  free; 
Perfect  righteousness  bring  in, 

Unspotted  purity : 
Speak,  and  all  this  war  shall  cease, 

And  sin  shall  give  its  raging  o'er : 
Love  me  freely,  seal  my  peace, 

And  bid  me  sin  no  more. 

5  For  this  only  thing  I  pray, 

And  this  will  I  require, 
Take  the  power  of  sin  away, 

Fill  me  with  chaste  desire  ; 
Perfect  me  in  holiness; 

Thine  image  to  my  soul  restore ; 
Love  me  freely,  seal  my  peace, 

And  bid  me  sin  no  more. 


SONG  73.    (12s  &  lis.) 
Ye  Lovers  of  Pleasure. 
7~E  lovers  of  pleasure  that  slighted  salvation, 


Who  bow  not  the  knee  to  your  Father  to 


Attend  for  a  moment  to  my  lamentation, 

Attend,  and  take  warning  and  turn  while  you 
may  ;  [tending, 
While  Christ  stands  without,  his  free  mercy  ex- 
Arise  from  your  slumber  your  Saviour  to  see; 


pray, 


262 


SONG  73. 


Perfumes  from  his  garments  around  are  de- 
scending", 

Arise,  lest  too  late  you  repent  it,  like  me. 

2  I  long1  made  excuses  of  cares  and  vain  pleasure, 

Too  young  or  too  wise,  too  rich  or  too  poor, 
So  fond  of  my  dreaming  I  ne'er  could  find 
leisure, 

To  arise  from  my  slumber  and  open  the  door, 
But  when  I  awoke,  and  arose  to  receive  him, 
And  found  that  my  Saviour  had  left  me  and 
gone, 

I  thought  of  his  patience,  and  how  I  had  grieved 
him ; 

Now  in  deepest  affliction  his  absencelmourn. 

3  Now  Sinai's  deep  thunder  sounds  louder  and 

louder,  [roar ; 

The  lightnings  flash  bright,  and  the  elements 
Ye  angels,  stand  forward,  and  plead  in  my 
favour, 

To  Christ  I'm  ashamed  to  look  up  any  more. 
But  if  through  his  mercy  at  last  he'll  receive  me, 

Like  Mary  I'll  weep  out  my  life  at  his  feet, 
No  hardship  or  poverty  ever  shall  grieve  me, 

I'll  die  with  my  Saviour,  and  death  shall  be 
sweet. 

4  With  my  face  to  the  ground  still  my  heart  cries 

for  mercy, 

As  long  as  I've  breath  for  his  mercy  I'll  cry, 
But  I  know  I  despair  that  he  ever  will  hear  me, 

For  long  did  he  call,  and  long  did  I  deny. 
Come,  seek  your  salvation  while  Jesus  is  wait- 
ing,— 

If  ever  his  pardoning  mercy  I  prove, 
My  tongue  shall  be  ever  his  goodness  relating, 
Till  T  meet  you  in  glory  with  Jesus  above, 
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SONG  74.    (C.  M.) 
Repentance  and  faith  in  the  blood  of  Christ. 

OGOD  of  mercy,  bear  my  call, 
My  load  of  guilt  remove, 
Break  down  this  separating  wall, 
That  keeps  me  from  thy  love. 

2  Grant  me  the  presence  of  thy  grace, 

Then  my  rejoicing  tongue 
Shall  speak  aloud  thy  righteousness, 
And  make  thy  praise  my  song. 

3  No  blood  of  goats,  nor  heifer  slain, 

For  sin  could  e'er  atone ; 
The  death  of  Christ  shall  still  remain 
Sufficient,  and  alone. 

4  A  soul  oppress'd  with  sin's  desert, 

My  God  will  ne'er  despise  : 
An  humble  groan,  a  contrite  heart, 
Is  our  best  sacrifice. 

SONG  75.    (L.  M.) 
Sinners  called  to  the  Gospel  Supper. 

SINNERS,  obey  the  gospel  word, 
Haste  to  the  supper  of  the  Lord, 
Be  wise  to  know  your  gracious  day, 
All  things  are  ready,  come  away. 

2  Ready  the  Father  is  to  own 
And  kiss  his  late  returning  son, 
Ready  your  loving  Saviour  stands, 
And  spreads  for  you  his  bleeding  hands. 

3  Ready  the  Spirit  of  his  love, 
Just  now  the  stony  heart  to  move, 
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T'  apply  the  witness  with  the  blood, 
And  wash,  and  seal  you  sons  of  God. 

4  Ready  for  you  the  angels  wait, 
To  triumph  in  your  blest  estate, 
Tuning1  their  harps,  they  long  to  praise 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  grace. 

5  The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost 
Are  ready  with  their  shining  host; 
All  heaven  is  ready  to  resound 
The  dead 's  alive  !  the  lost  is  found  ! 

6  Come  then,  ye  sinners,  to  the  Lord, 
To  paradise  and  Christ  restored; 
His  offer'd  benefits  embrace 

The  plentitude  of  gospel  grace. 

SONG  76.    (8.  8.  6.) 
The  fall  of  Babylon  by  the  preaching  of  the  Gospel. 

COME,  brethren,  let  us  join  and  sing 
The  growing  empire  of  our  King, 
Who  spilt  his  precious  blood ; 
His  life  a  ransom  gave  for  all, 
That  he  might  save  our  souls  from  thrall, 
And  bring  us  home  to  God. 

2  He  rides  victorious  through  the  land, 
His  saints  rejoice,  his  heralds  stand, 

And  they  aloud  do  call, 
"Sinners,  repent,  to  Jesus  fly, 
While  he  in  mercy  passes  by, 

And  offers  grace  to  all ! 

3  The  work  of  God  is  going  on  ; 
Souls  daily  flee  from  Babylon, 

And  on  the  Lord  do  call : 
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Old  formalists  do  madly  gaze, 
And  Babel's  merchants  stand  amazed, 
To  see  their  mother  fall. 

4  The  wilderness  doth  sweetly  ring*, 
With  prayers  and  praises  to  the  King 

Who  sits  on  Zion's  hill  ; 
The  towns  and  cities  hear  the  voice, 
The  sinners  mourn,  the  saints  rejoice, 

With  praise  the  streets  are  fill'd. 

5  Ride  on,  all-conquering  King,  ride  on, 
Thy  kingdom  come,  thy  will  be  done, 

Let  heaven  and  earth  agree 
To  sound  aloud  thy  worthier  fame, 
Till  all  our  souls  shall  be  on  flame, 

To  rise  and  reign  with  thee. 

SONG  77.  (S.  M.) 
The  expiring  Saint. 

BEHOLD  the  pleasant  bed, 
Where  lies  the  dying  saint; 
Though  in  the  icy  arms  of  death, 
He  utters  no  complaint. 

2  His  aspect  is  serene  ; 

He  smiles  in  joyful  hope; 
He  knows  the  arm  on  which  he  rests, 
Is  an  unfailing  prop. 

3  He  lifts  his  eyes  in  love 

To  his  Almighty  Friend, 
Whose  power  from  every  fear  secures, 
And  guards  him  to  the  end. 

4  He  speaks  of  dying  love, 

Which  his  kind  Lord  display'd, 
18 
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And  trusts,  though  conquer'd  now  by  death, 
He  shall  like  him  be  made. 

5  He  knows  his  Saviour  died, 

And  from  the  dead  arose  ; 
He  looks  for  vict'ry  o'er  the  grave, 
And  death,  the  last  of  foes. 

6  His  happy  soul  is  wash'd 

In  sin-atoning  blood ; 
Exulting  in  eternal  love, 
He  wings  his  way  to  God. 

SONG  78.  (12s.  &  9s.) 
Experience  of  a  Christian. 

COME,  you  that  fear  the  Lord,  hear  me  tell, 
hear  me  tell, 
Come,  you  that  fear  the  Lord,  hear  me  tell; — 
Come,  you  that  fear  the  Lord,  and  join  with 
one  accord,  [reign  grace, 

Proclaim  to  earth  abroad,  sovereign  grace,  sove- 
Proclaim  to  earth  abroad,  sovereign  grace. 

2  Look  back,  my  soul,  and  think,  where  thou  lay, 

where  thou  lay, 
Look  back,  my  soul,  and  think  where  thou  lay;  — 
Look  back,  my  soul,  and  think,  how  on  death's 

dresdful  brink, 
Just  reatiy  down  to  sink,  in  despair,  in  despair, 
Just  ready  down  to  sink,  &c. 

3  My  soul  without  a  friend,  O  the  thought,  O  the 

thought, 

My  soul  without  a  friend,  O  the  thought ; — 
My  soul  without  a  friend,  and  woes  without 
amend, 
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My  cries  to  heaven  ascend,  "Save  my  soul,  save 
My  cries  to  heaven  ascend,  &c.  [my  soul, 

4  Through  gloomy  shades  of  night,  still  I  sigh'd, 

still  I  sigh'd, 
Through  gloomy  shades  of  night,  still  1  sigh'd; — 
Through  gloomy  shades  of  night,  I  sigh'd  for 

morning  light, 
But  day  brought  no  delight  to  my  soul,  to  my  soul, 
But  day  brought,  &.c. 

5  Ye  groves,  remember  too,  vou  can  tell,  you  can 

tell, 

Ye  groves,  remember  too,  you  can  tell ; — 
Ye  groves,  remember  too,  for  I  appeal  to  you, 
What  sorrows  passed  through  my  poor  soul,  my 

poor  soul, 
"What  sorrows  passed,  &c. 

6  I  mourn'd  a  wicked  heart,  O  how  hard,  O  how 

hard, 

I  mourn'd  a  wicked  heart,  O  how  hard ; 

I  mourn'd  a  wicked  heart,  that  would  from 
,       God  depart, 

Though  fill'd  with  inward  smart,  would  not 

break,  would  not  break, 
Though  fill'd  with  inward,  &c. 

7  I  thought  my  day  was  past,  O  how  dark,  O  how 

dark, 

I  thought  my  day  was  past,  O  how  dark  ; — 
1  thought  my  day  was  past,  and  I  from  mercy 
cast, 

But  yet,  while  life  should  last,  I  would  pray,  I 

would  pray, 
But  yet,  while  life,  &c. 

8  I  saw  my  helpless  case,  bound  in  chains,  bound 

in  chains, 

I  saw  my  helpless  case,  bound  in  chains ; — 
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I  saw  my  helpless  case,  and  fill'd  with  deep 

distress, 

Saw  nothing  but  free  grace  could  me  save,  could 

me  save, 
Saw  nothing  but  free  grace,  &c. 

9  I  had  no  plea  to  make,  God  was  just,  God  was 

just, 

I  had  no  plea  to  make,  God  was  just ; — 

I  had  no  plea  to  make,  and  if  God  did  me  take, 
'Twould  be  for  Jesus'  sake,  through  free  grace, 

through  free  grace, 
'Twould  be  for  Jesus'  sake,  &c. 

10  I  felt  my  heart  consent  God  should  reign,  God 

should  reign, 
I  felt  my  heart  consent  God  should  reign  ; — 
I  felt  my  heart  consent,  but  know  not  what 
it  meant, 

For  a  sweet  calmness  went,  through  my  soul, 

through  my  soul, 
For  a  sweet  calmness  went,  &c. 

11  And  then  that  blessed  name,  Jesus  Christ,  Je- 

sus Christ, 

And  then  that  blessed  name,  Jesus  Christ ; — 
And  then  that  blessed  name,  my  soul  did  all 
inflame, 

And  melting  tears  like  rain,  trickled  down,  trick- 
led down, 
And  melting  tears  like  rain,  &c. 

12  My  night  was  turn'd  to  day,  O  how  calm,  O 

how  calm, 

My  night  was  turn'd  to  day,  O  how  calm  ; — 
My  night  was  turn'd  to  day,  I  knew  not  what 
to  say, 

I  cried,  is  this  the  way  souls  are  born,  souls  are 
I  cried,  is  this  the  way,  &c.  [born, 
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£ONG  79.    (8.  8.  6.) 

The  Christian's  Prayer. 

WHILE  through  this  barren  wilderness, 
This  world  of  sorrow  and  distress, 
With  doubtful  steps  we  go, 
O  Lord,  our  Saviour,  condescend 
To  be  an  all-sufficient  friend, 
Some  comfort  to  bestow. 

2  Let  not  the  sordid  wealth  we  see, 
Turn  our  affections  off  from  thee, 

But  may  we  be  inclined 
The  strait  and  narrow  way  to  go, 
Uninfluenced  by  all  below, 

Nor  cast  a  look  behind. 

3  We  must  expect,  while  here  we  stay, 
Great  tribulation  in  the  way; 

But  what  we  may  endure, 
We  unto  God,  (who  all  controls,) 
Commit  the  keeping  of  our  souls, 

That  we  may  be  secure. 

4  Then  give  us  what  we  need,  O  Lord; 
O  give  us  faith  to  trust  thy  word, 

And  we  will  praise  thee  then 
With  all  our  strength,  whilst  we  have  breath, 
And  when  to  us  thou  sendest  death, 

Our  souls  shall  say,  amen. 

SONG  80.    (C.  M.) 
Redeemer's  Love. 

TO  our  Redeemer's  glorious  name 
Awake  the  sacred  song  ! 
O  may  his  love  (immortal  flame  !) 
Tune  every  heart  and  tongue. 
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2  His  love,  what  mortal  thought  can  reach  ! 

What  mortal  tongue  display  ! 
Imagination's  utmost  stretch 
In  wonder  dies  away. 

3  He  left  his  radiant  throne  on  high, 

Left  the  bright  realms  of  bliss, 
And  came  to  earth  to  bleed  and  die ! 
Was  ever  love  like  this  ? 

4  Dear  Lord,  while  we,  adoring,  pay 

Our  humble  thanks  to  thee, 
May  every  heart  with  rapture  say, 
"The  Saviour  died  for  me." 

5  O  may  the  sweet,  the  blissful  theme, 

Fill  every  heart  and  tongue ; 
Till  strangers  love  thy  charming  name, 
And  join  the  sacred  song. 

SONG  81.  (8s.) 
A  youth  who  had  been  seriously  awakened. 

G\  OD  did  in  mercy  on  thee  call, 
X  And  show'd  thy  state  of  sin  and  thrall  ; 
His  Spirit  did  thy  heart  impress, 
To  feel  the  need  of  righteousness. 

2  Did  not  thy  heart  for  sin  lament, 
When  Jesus  call'd  thee  to  repent  ? 
Salvation  then  was  near  thy  door, 
Tho'  thou  didst  think  thy  harvest  o'er. 

3  But  hast  thou  given  heaven  o'er  ? 
And  wilt  thou  seek  the  Lord  no  more  ? 
Didst  thou  consider  well  thy  way, 
And  think  upon  the  coming  day  ? 
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4  How  long  to  Jesus  didst  thou  pray  ? 
As  long  as  from  him  thou  didst  stay  ? 
Didst  thou  e'er  spend  a  night  in  sin  ? 
One  hast  thou  spent  in  seeking  him  ? 

SONG  82.  (8.  6.) 
Salvation  by  Grace. 

AMAZING  grace  !  how  sweet  the  sound  ! 
That  saved  a  wretch  like  me  ; 
I  once  was  lost,  but  now  am  found, 
Was  blind,  but  now  I  see. 

CHOHUS. 

And  I'll  sing  hallelujah  ! 

And  you'll  sing  hallelujah  ! 
And  we'll  all  sing  hallelujah  ! 

When  we  arrive  at  home  ! 

2  'Twas  grace  that  taught  my  soul  to  fear, 

And  grace  my  fears  relieved; 
How  precious  did  that  grace  appear, 
The  hour  1  first  believed! 

3  Through  many  dangers,  toils  and  snares, 

I  have  already  come ; 
'Tis  grace  has  brought  me  safe  thus  far, 
And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 

4  The  Lord  has  promised  good  to  me ; 

His  word  my  hope  secures  ; 
He  will  my  shield  and  portion  be, 
As  long  as  life  endures. 

5  Yea,  when  this  flesh  and  heart  shall  fail, 

And  mortal  life  shall  cease, 
I  shall  possess,  within  the  veil, 
A  life  of  joy  and  peace. 
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6  The  world  shall  soon  to  ruin  go, 
The  sun  forbear  to  shine  ; 
But  God,  who  call'd  me  here  below, 
Shall  be  for  ever  mine. 

SONG  83.  (8s.) 
The  Turtle  Dove. 

HABK !  don't  you  hear  the  turtle  dove, 
The  token  of  redeeming  love  ? 
From  hill  to  hill  we  hear  the  sound, 
The  neighb'ring  valleys  echo  round. 
O  !  Zion,  hear  the  turtle  dove, 
The  token  of  your  Saviour's  love; 
He  comes,  the  barren  land  to  cheer, 
And  welcome  in  the  jub'lee  year. 

2  The  winter 's  past,  the  rain  is  o'er, 
We  feel  the  chilling  winds  no  more ; 
The  spring  is  come  and  summer  to; 
All  tilings  appear  divinely  new. 

On  Zion's  mount  the  watchmen  cry, 
The  resurrection 's  drawing  nigh  ; 
Behold,  the  nations  from  abroad 
Are  flocking  to  the  mount  of  God. 

3  The  trumpet  sounds,  both  fur  and  nigh, 
"  O  !  sinners  turn,  why  will  you  die  ?" 
Hov/  can  you  slight  the  Gospel's  charms  ? 
Enlist  with  Christ,  gird  on  your  arms  ; 
These  are  the  days  that  were  foretold 

In  ancient  times,  by  prophets  old  ; 
They  long'd  to  see  this  glorious  light, 
But  all  have  died  without  the  sight. 

4  The  latter  day  is  verging  on, 
And  fugitives  are  flocking  home  ! 
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Behold  them  crowd  the  gospel  road, 

All  pressing'  to  the  mount  of  God: — 

O  yes,  and  I  will  join  that  band  ; 

Now  here's  my  heart,  and  here 's  my  hand, 

With  Satan's  band  no  more  to  be, 

But  fight  for  Christ  and  liberty. 

5  His  banner  soon  will  be  unfurl'd, 
And  he  will  come  to  judge  the  world; 
On  Zion's  mount  we  then  shall  stand, 
Surrounded  by  fair  Canaan's  land, 
The  sun  and  moon  shall  darken'd  be, 
And  flames  consume  the  land  and  sea  : 
When  worlds  on  worlds  together  blaze, 
We'll  shout  the  great  Redeemer's  praise. 

SONG  84.    (8.  7.) 
Behold  he  cometh  with  clouds. 

LOOK  !  behold,  the  Lord  is  coming, 
Soon  he'll  come  upon  a  cloud, 
With  ten  thousand  angels  round  him, 
And  the  saints  shall  join  the  crowd. 

2  I  will  arise  and  run  to  meet  him, 

He'll  embrace  me  in  his  arms ; 
In  the  arms  of  my  dear  Jesus, 

O  !  there  are  ten  thousand  charms. 

3  Now  behold  his  arms  extended, 

Hear,  O  !  hear  his  charming  voice  ! 
Let  each  heart  beat  high  for  glory — 
Jesus,  Jesus  is  my  choice. 

4  Behold,  and  see  the  saints  ascending! 

Hear  them  shouting  through  the  air ! 
Jesus  smiling,  trumpets  sounding  ; 
Now  his  glory  we  shall  share  ! 
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5  Now  behold  !  the  heavens  open, 

And  the  saints  in  glory  there! 
Shouts  of  triumph  bursting  round  you! 
Glory !  glory !  fills  the  air. 

6  Hark  !  and  hear  each  loving  spirit 

Shout  the  praises  of  the  Lamb, 
While  the  smiles  of  precious  Jesus 
And  his  love  increase  the  flame. 

7  Then  we'll  range  the  fields  of  pleasure, 

By  our  dear  Redeemer's  side  ; 
Raise  the  song,  and  sing  for  ever, 
While  eternal  ages  glide. 

SONG  85.    (7.  6.) 
Christian's  Experience. 

A  LTERNATE  joy  and  sorrow, 
XJL    1  daily  do  pass  through  ; 
Sometimes  I'm  in  a  valley, 

And  sinking  down  with  wo  ; 
Sometimes  I  am  exalted, 

On  eagles'  wings  I  fly, 
I  rise  above  my  troubles, 

And  hope  to  reach  the  sky. 

2  Sometimes  I'm  full  of  doubting, 

And  think  I  have  no  grace  ; 
Sometimes  I'm  full  of  praising, 

When  Christ  reveals  his  face  ; 
Sometimes  my  hope 's  so  little, 

I  think  I'll  throw  it  by  ; 
Sometimes  it  seems  sufficient, 

If  I  were  call'd  to  die. 

3  Sometimes  I  shun  the  Christian, 

Lest  he  should  talk  to  me  ; 
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Sometimes  he  is  the  neighbour 
1  long  the  most  to  see ; 

Sometimes  we  meet  together, 
The  season 's  dry  and  dull ; 

Sometimes  we  find  a  blessing, 
With  joy  it  fills  my  soul. 

4  Sometimes  I  am  oppressed, 

By  Pharaoh's  cruel  hand  ; 
Sometimes  I  look  o'er  Jordan, 

And  view  the  promised  land  ; 
Sometimes  I  am  in  darkness ; 

Sometimes  I'm  in  the  light, 
And  then  my  soul  would  gladly 

Pursue  its  upward  flight. 

5  Sometimes  I  travel,  mourning, 

Down  Babel's  ancient  stream, 
Sometimes  my  Lord's  religion 

Appears  my  only  theme  ; 
Sometimes,  when  I  am  praying, 

It  seems  almost  a  task; 
Sometimes  I  find  a  blessing, 

The  greatest  I  can  ask. 

6  Sometimes  I  read  my  Bible, 

And  'tis  a  sealed  book ; 
Sometimes  I  find  a  blessing, 

Whene'er  therein  I  look; 
Sometimes  I  go  to  meeting, 

And  wish  myself  at  home  ; 
Sometimes  I  find  my  Saviour, 

And  then  I'm  glad  I  came. 

7  Lord,  why  do  I  thus  waver, 

Thus  wander  to  and  fro  ? 
Why  are  my  hopes  thus  blighted, 
Where'er  Pin  call'd  to  go  ? — 
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O  Lord,  thou  never  changest, 
And  'tis  because  I  stray; 

O!  grant  me  thy  assistance, 
And  keep  me  in  thy  way. 

8  O!  may  thy  counsels  guide  me, 

And  keep  me  while  I  live  ; 
In  death  be  thou  my  portion, 

And  then  my  soul  receive, 
To  praise  my  blessed  Saviour, 

And  magnify  his  grace, 
Bestow'd  on  such  a  sinner, 

The  chief  of  all  the  race. 


9  There,  with  the  holy  angels 

That  stand  around  the  throne, 
And  saints  of  every  nation, 

Our  voices  join'd  in  one, 
We'll  sound  aloud  the  praises 

Of  our  Redeemer,  God, 
Who  saved  us  by  his  sorrows 

And  wash'd  us  in  his  blood. 

SONG  86.  (lis.) 
Christ's  Blood  efficacious. 

IN  the  house  of  King  David  a  fountain  does 
spring, 

For  sin  and  uncleanness,  from  Jesus  our  King ; 
This  fountain  flows  sweetly  whenever  applied, 
It  sprang  from  the  body  of  Christ,  when  he  died. 

2  This  fount  was  unclosed  by  the  rude  soldier's 
spear ; 

The  blood  and  the  water  that  flovv'd  for  us  there, 
Are  balm  for  the  wounded,  and  health  for  the 
sick,  [weak. 
Are  sight  for  the  blinded,  and  strength  for  the 
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3  If  you  are  distress'd,  and  o'erburden'd  with  sin, 
Come,  wash  in  tl lis  fountain,  and  you  shall  be 

clean ; 

All  things  are  provided  for  sinners  undone, 
And  you  are  invited  and  welcome  to  come. 

4  Though  Satan  encompass  your  soul  as  a  wall, 
This  well  of  salvation  stands  open  for  all ; 
Come,  draw  when  you're  weary,  and  drink 

when  you're  dry, 
It  was  for  the  needy  that  Jesus  did  die. 

5  If  you  are  distressed  with  mountains  of  guilt, 
O!  wash  in  this  fountain  that  Jesus  hath  spilt; 
You  need  not  go  mourning  for  sin  very  long, 
Believe  in  your  Saviour,  and  sing  the  new  song. 

6  The  song  of  salvation,  it  is  so  divine, 
Music  and  melody  mark  every  line ; 

It  was  sung  by  the  Hebrews,  when  freedom 
they  found, 

When  old  Simeon  finds  Jesus,  sweet  praises 
abound. 

7  There  is  a  day  coming  in  which  saints  shall  sing 
Sweet  anthems  of  praises  to  Jesus  our  King; 
Then  we  shall  mount  up  from  all  sorrow  and 

pain, 

The  kingdom  of  heaven  eternally  gain. 

8  O,  sinners,  we're  trav'ling  to  yonder  bright 

world, 

From  winch,  by  transgression,  the  angels  were 
hurl'd; 

We  bid  you  a  final,  eternal  farewell, 

Unless  you're  converted  you  will  sink  to  hell. 

9  Awake  then,  O  sinners!  awake  from  your  sin! 
We're  sorry  to  leave  you;  we  ask  you  again ; 
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But  if  you  will  slight  us  again  and  again, 
When  God  speaks  your  sentence,  we  must  say 
amen. 

SONG  87.    (5  8s.  &  1  4.) 
The  Gospel  Trumpet. 

HARK!  how  the  Gospel  trumpet  sounds, 
Through  all  the  world  the  echo  bounds ! 
And  Jesus,  by  redeeming  blood, 
Is  bringing  sinners  home  to  God: 
He  guides  them  safely  by  his  word, 
To  endless  day. 

2  Hail!  all-victorious,  conqu'ring  Lord! 
By  all  the  heavenly  hosts  adored, 
Who  undertook  for  fallen  man, 

And  brought  salvation  through  thy  name, 
That  we  with  thee  might  live  and  reign 
In  endless  day. 

3  Fight  on,  ye  conqu'ring  saints,  fight  on, 
And  when  the  conquest  ye  have  won, 
Then  palms  of  vict'ry  you  shall  bear, 
And  in  his  kingdom  have  a  share, 
And  crowns  of  glory  you  shall  wear, 

In  endless  day. 

4  Thy  blood,  dear  Jesus,  once  was  spilt, 
To  save  the  lost  from  sin  and  guilt; 
Poor  sinners  now  may  come  to  God, 
And  find  salvation  through  thy  blood, 
And  sail  by  faith  upon  that  flood, 

To  endless  day. 

5  Through  storms  and  calms,  by  faith  we  steer, 
By  feeble  hope  and  gloomy  fear, 


SONG  88. 


279 


'Till  we  arrive  at  Canaan's  shore, 
Where  sin  and  sorrow  are  no  more, 
And  then  we'll  shout,  all  trials  o'er, 
To  endless  day. 

6  There  we  shall  in  sweet  chorus  join, 
With  saints  and  angels  all  combine, 
To  sing  of  his  redeeming  love, 
Where  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move, 
For  this  shall"  be  our  theme  above, 
In  endless  day. 

SONG  88.  (lis.) 
Desires  of  a  revival  answered. 

OHOW  I  have  long'd  for  the  coming  of  God, 
And  sought  him  by  praying  and  searching 
his  word, 

By  watching  and  mourning  my  soul  was  op- 
press'd, 

Nor  could  1  give  over  till  sinners  were  blest. 

2  The  tokens  of  mercy  at  length  now  appear, 
According  to  promise  he  answers  my  pray'r; 
The  prospect  he  opens  now  gladdens  my  soul, 
Salvation  from  Zion 's  beginning  to  roll. 

3  The  news  of  rich  mercy  is  sounding  aloud, 
And  sinners  come  weeping  and  crying  to  God; 
They're  mourning  and  praying  at  home  and 

abroad, 

And  many  find  favour  through  Jesus's  blood. 

4  Still  more,  my  dear  Saviour,  here  fall  at  thy  feet, 
Oppress'd  by  a  burden  enormously  great; 

O  hear  them,  dear  Jesus,  their  burdens  remove, 
Let  them,  with  believers,  exult  in  thy  love. 
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5  Ye  saints,  be  encouraged,  the  promises  plead, 
King-  Jesus  is  claiming  his  blood-ransom'd  seed; 
And  millions  shall  bow  to  his  sceptre  of  love, 
And  travel,  through  grace,  to  the  city  above. 

6  We  wait  for  his  chariot,  it  seems  to  draw  near, 
O  come,  thou  dear  Saviour,  let  glory  appear, 
We  long  to  be  singing  with  saints  now  above, 
With  them  to  rejoice  in  the  mansions  of  love. 

SONG  89.    (12.  11.) 
Encouragement  to  Christians. 

COME  Christians  be  valiant,  our  Jesus  is 
near  us, 

He  conquer'd  the  powers  of  darkness  and  sin, 
Thro'  grace  and  the  Spirit  we'll  glory  inherit, 
While  peace,like  a  river,  flows  tranquil  within. 

2  We've  troubles,  and  trials,  and  hardships,  and 

losses, 

But  heaven  will  pay  us  for  all  that  we  bear; 
We  live  there  in  pleasure,  rejoicing  for  ever, 
And  bright  crowns  of  glory  for  ever  we'll 
wear. 

3  Young  converts,  be  humble,  live  near  to  your 

Captain, 

The  world,  flesh  and  Satan  must  all  be  denied, 
Through  faith,  perseverance,  and  prayer  with- 
out ceasing,  [guide. 
You'll  travel  to  glory  with  Christ  for  your 

4  O  mourners,  I  charge  you,  don't  faint  in  your 

spirit, 

Believe  in  the  Lord,  and  his  pardon  he'll  give, 
He  is  now  interceding,  his  merits  are  pleading, 
Give  up,  and  your  souls  he  will  quickly  re- 
ceive. 
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5  O  brethren,  adore  him,  and  pray  without  ceasing; 
My  soul  feels  the  mighty,  the  heavenly  flame, 
I'm  now  on  my  journey,  my  faith  is  increasing, 
All  glory  and  praises  to  God  and  the  Lamb. 

SONG  90.    (4  8s.  &  1  6.) 
Dedication  to  God. 

0LORD,  thy  heavenly  grace  impart, 
And  fix  my  frail,  inconstant  heart; 
Henceforth  my  chief  desire  shall  be 
To  dedicate  myself  to  thee  ! 
To  thee,  my  God,  to  thee  ! 

2  Whate'er  pursuits  my  time  employ, 
One  thought  shall  fill  my  soul  with  joy, 
That  silent,  secret  thought  shall  be, 
That  all  my  hopes  are  fix'd  on  thee, 

On  thee,  my  God,  on  thee ! 

3  Thy  glorious  eye  pervadeth  space, 
Thou  'rt  present,  Lord,  in  every  place, 
And  wheresoe'er  my  lot  may  be, 

Still  shall  my  spirit  cleave  to  thee, 
To  thee,  my  God,  to  thee  ! 

4  Renouncing  every  worldly  thing, 
Safe  'neath  the  covert  of  thy  wing, 

My  sweetest  thought  henceforth  shall  be, 
That  all  I  want  1  find  in  thee, 
In  thee,  my  God,  in  thee ! 


SONG  91.    (7.  6.  7.  6.  7.  8.  7.  6.) 


Lamenting. 


OD  of  my  salvation,  hear, 
And  help  me  to  believe ; 


19 
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Earnestly  I  now  draw  near, 

Thy  blessing  to  receive  : 
Full  of  guilt,  alas !  I  am, 

But  to  thy  wounds  for  refuge  flee  : 
Friend  of  sinners,  spotless  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 

2  Standing  now  as  newly  slain, 

To  thee  I  lift  mine  eye, 
Balm  of  all  my  grief  and  pain, 

Thy  blood  is  always  nigh. 
Now,  as  yesterday,  the  same 

Thou  art,  and  wilt  for  ever  be ; 
Friend  of  sinners,  spotless  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 

3  Nothing  have  I,  Lord,  to  pay, 

Nor  can  thy  grace  procure ; 
Empty  send  me  not  away, 

For  I,  thou  know'st,  am  poor: 
Dust  and  ashes  is  my  name, 

My  all  is  sin  and  misery : 
Friend  of  sinners,  spotless  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 

4  No  good  word,  or  work,  or  thought, 

Bring  I  to  buy  thy  grace  ; 
Pardon  I  request  unbought, 

Thy  proffer  I  embrace  ! 
Coming,  as  at  first  I  came, 

To  take,  and  not  bestow  on  thee  ; 
Friend  of  sinners,  spotless  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 

5  Saviour,  from  thy  wounded  side 

I  never  will  depart, 
Here  will  I  my  spirit  hide, 
When  I  am  pure  in  heart ; 
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Till  my  place  above  I  claim, 

This  only  shall  be  all  my  plea, 
Friend  of  sinners,  spotless  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 

Willoughby.]     SONG  92.    (8.  8.  6.) 

COME,  Lord,  and  help  me  to  rejoice, 
In  hope  that  I  shall  hear  thy  voice, 
Shall  one  day  see  my  God  ; 
Shall  cease  from  all  my  sin  and  strife, 
Handle  and  taste  the  word  of  life, 
And  feel  thy  sprinkled  blood. 

2  I  shall  not  always  make  my  moan, 
Nor  worship  thee,  a  God  unknown, 

But  I  shall  live  to  prove 
Thy  people's  rest  and  saints'  delight, 
The  length,  and  breadth,  and  depth,  and  height 

Of  thy  redeeming  love. 

3  Rejoicing  now  in  earnest  hope, 

I  stand,  and  from  the  mountain  top 

See  all  the  land  below  ; 
Rivers  of  milk  and  honey  rise, 
And  all  the  fruits  of  paradise 

In  endless  plenty  grow. 

4  A  land  of  corn,  and  wine,  and  oil, 
Favour'd  with  God's  peculiar  smile, 

With  every  blessing  bless'd  ; 
There  dwells  the  Lord,  our  righteousness, 
And  keeps  his  own  in  perfect  peace, 

And  everlasting  rest. 

5  O!  that  I  might  at  once  go  up, 
No  more  on  this  side  Jordan  stop, 

But  now  the  land  possess : 
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This  moment  end  my  legal  years, 
Sorrows,  and  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears, 
A  howling  wilderness ! 

6  Now,  O  my  Jesus,  bring  me  in, 
Cast  out  thy  foes,  the  inbred  sin, 

The  carnal  mind  remove; 
The  purchase  of  thy  death  divide, 
And  O,  with  all  the  sanctified 
Give  me  a  lot  of  love  ! 


SONG  93.    (8.  7.) 
Church's  Lamentation. 

SAVIOUR,  visit  thy  plantation, 
Grant  us,  Lord,  a  gracious  rain ; 
All  will  come  to  desolation 

Unless  thou  visit  us  again ; 
Keep  no  longer  at  a  distance, 

Shine  upon  us  from  on  high, 
Lest  for  want  of  thy  assistance 

Every  plant  should  droop  and  die. 

2  Surely  once  thy  garden  flourish'd, 

Every  plant  look'd  gay  and  green, 
Then  thy  word  our  spirits  nourish'd, 

Happy  seasons  have  we  seen  ! 
But  a  drought  has  since  succeeded, 

And  a  sad  decline  we  see; 
Lord,  thy  help  is  greatly  needed, 

Help  can  only  come  from  thee. 

3  Where  are  those  we  counted  leaders, 

Fill'd  with  zeal,  and  love,  and  truth, 
Old  professors,  tall  as  cedars, 
Bright  examples  to  our  youth  } 
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Some  in  whom  we  once  delighted, 
We  shall  meet  no  more  below, 

Some,  alas !  we  fear,  are  blighted, 
Scarce  a  single  leaf  they  show. 

4  Younger  plants,  the  sight  how  pleasant, 

Cover'd  thick  with  blossoms,  stood, 
But  they  cause  us  grief  at  present, 

Frost  has  nipped  them  in  the  bud: 
Dearest  Saviour,  hasten  hither, 

Thou  canst  make  them  bloom  again, 

0  permit  them  not  to  wither, 
Let  not  all  our  hopes  be  vain. 

5  Let  our  mutual  love  be  fervent, 

Make  us  prevalent  in  prayers; 
Let  each  one  esteem'd  thy  servant, 

Shun  the  world's  bewitching  snares, 
Break  the  tempter's  fatal  power, 

Turn  the  stony  heart  to  flesh, 
And  begin  from  this  good  hour, 

To  revive  thy  word  afresh. 

SONG  94.    (L.  M.) 
Experience. 

YE  brethren,  who  profess  the  Lord, 
I  pray  draw  near  and  hear  a  word ; — 
Lift  up  your  eyes,  behold  and  see 
What  a  good  God  has  done  for  me. 

2  Long  was  my  tortured  mind  distrest, 

1  vainly  sought  the  Christians'  rest ; 
But  after  long  extremity, 

The  Lord  reveal'd  his  love  to  me, 


3  It  was  for  me  that  he  did  die, 
O  !  precious  Saviour  I  did  cry  ! 
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My  soul  rejoiced,  my  sorrows  died, 
When  I  the  blessed  Saviour  'spied. 

4  It  was  by  faith  that  I  did  see 
My  Jesus  hanging-  on  the  tree  ; 
The  cruel  spear — it  pierced  his  side, 
And  thus  my  Lord  was  crucified. 

5  My  heart,  that  was  so  very  hard, 
Was  melted  down  in  love  to  God ; 
My  soul  was  humbled  to  the  ground, 
When  1  the  blessed  Jesus  found. 

6  My  grateful  heart,  in  ecstacy, 
Declared  that  God  was  all  to  me, 
Yea,  where  to  go  I  could  not  tell, 
For  1  did  love  my  Jesus  well. 

7  And  now,  my  friends,  who  love  the  Lord, 
1  pray  live  nearer  to  his  word, 

And  do  not  hurt  the  wounded  side 
Of  my  dear  Jesus  crucified. 

SONG  95.  (8s.) 
Experience. 

I AM  a  stranger  here  below, 
And  what  I  am  is  hard  to  know ; 
I  am  so  vile,  so  prone  to  sin, 
I  fear  that  I'm  not  born  again. 

Would  I  experience  call  to  mind, 
I  often  find  myself  so  blind, 
All  marks  of  grace  seem  to  be  gone, 
Which  makes  me  fear  that  I  am  wrong. 

I  find  myself  out  of  the  way, 
My  thoughts  are  often  gone  astray, 
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Like  one  alone  I  seem  to  be, 
Or  is  there  any  one  like  me  ? 

4  'Tis  seldom  I  can  ever  see 
Myself  as  I  would  wish  to  be  ; 
What  I  desire  1  can't  attain, 
From  what  I  hate  I  can't  refrain. 

5  So  far  from  God  I  seem  to  be, 
That  often  I'm  constrain'd  to  cry  ; 
I  fear  at  last  that  I  shall  fall, 

Or  if  a  saint,  I'm  least  of  all. 

6  I  seldom  find  a  heart  to  pray ; 

So  many  things  come  in  the  way ; 
Thus  fill'd  with  doubts,  I  ask  to  know, 
Come  tell  me  if  'tis  thus  with  you  ? 

7  By  sore  experience  I  do  know, 
There 's  nothing  good  that  I  can  do  ; 
I  cannot  satisfy  the  law, 

Nor  hope  nor  comfort  from  it  draw, 

8  My  nature  is  so  prone  to  sin, 
And  all  my  actions  so  unclean, 
That  when  I  count  up  all  the  cost, 
Without  free  grace  I  know  I'm  lost. 

SONG  96.    (8.  8.  6.) 
The  Last  Trumpet. 

WHAT  sound  is  this  salutes  my  ear  ? 
Methinks  'tis  jub'lee's  trump  I  hear, 
Long  look'd  for  now  is  come  ; 
It  shakes  the  heavens,  the  earth,  the  sea, 
Proclaims  the  year  of  jubilee  ; 
Return,  ye  exiles  home. 
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2  Behold  the  new  Jerusalem, 
Illuminated  by  the  Lamb, 

In  glory  doth  appear; 
Fair  Zion,  rising-  from  the  tomb, 
To  meet  the  Bridegroom  now  is  come, 

And  hails  the  jub'lee  year. 

3  King  Jesus  takes  her  to  his  arms  ; 
Transported  with  his  glorious  charms, 

She  thus  begins  to  sing, 
"  From  sins,  and  cares,  and  sighs,  and  pains, 
"I  rise,  when  joy  immortal  reigns, 

"  To  view  the  rosy  spring." 

4  The  seventh  trumpet  we  shall  hear, 

A  great  white  throne  shall  then  appear, 

Ten  thousand  angels  round  ; 
An  angel  turns  the  moon  to  blood, 
Puts  out  the  sun,  consumes  the  flood, 

And  burns  the  solid  ground. 

5  Arise,  ye  nations,  and  come  forth, 

From  east  and  west,  from  south  and  north, 

Behold  the  judge  is  come  ! 
What  horrors  fill  the  trembling  breast, 
Compell'd  to  stand  the  solemn  test, 

And  hear  the  final  doom  ! 

6  "  Depart,  ye  cursed,  down  to  hell, 
With  howling  fiends  for  ever  dwell, 

No  more  you'll  see  my  face ; 
My  precious  Gospel  you've  withstood, 
You've  set  at  nought  my  precious  blood, 

And  scofT'd  at  sovereign  grace." 

7  See  parents  and  their  children  part : 
Some  shout  for  joy,  some  bleed  in  heart, 

Never  to  meet  again  ; 
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In  fiery  chariots  Zion  flies, 
And  quickly  gains  the  upper  skies, 
On  Canaan's  happy  plain. 

8  My  soul  is  longing  to  be  there, 
Fain  would  I  rise  and  wing  the  air, 

And  trace  the  heavenly  road, 
Adieu,  adieu,  all  earthly  things, 
Oh  !  that  I  had  an  angel's  wings, 

I'd  quickly  see  my  God. 

SONG  97.  (8s.) 
The  Emmanuel. 

OCOME,  ye  saints  and  sinners  all, 
Attend  your  heavenly  Father's  call ; 
Spirit  divine,  descend  and  dwell, 
Help  us  to  praise  Emmanuel. 

2  See  where  the  heavenly  seraphs  reign, 
And  play  their  notes  in  blissful  strain, 
On  harps  of  gold,  that  play  so  well, 
They  praise  their  great  Emmanuel. 

3  Ye  humble  souls,  address  the  throne 
Where  the  Eternal  reigns  alone; 

O  praise  him,  all  that  hear  me  tell 
The  glories  of  Emmanuel. 

4  O  come,  ye  drooping  souls  below, 
Rejoice  to  see  what  angels  do,  * 
Come,  thirsty  souls,  and  drink  your  fill, 
And  help  to  praise  Emmanuel. 

5  O  come,  lost  man,  weep  o'er  your  sin, 
See  the  bad  state  your  soul  is  in, 
Tho'  dead  in  sin  and  doom'd  to  hell, 
There 's  life  in  King  Emmanuel. 
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6  Ye  saints,  rejoice,  until  your  cries, 
In  notes  of  praise  ascend  the  skies ; 
No  mortal  man  can  write  or  tell 
The  glories  of  Emmanuel. 

7  Your  days  are  few,  the  time  draws  nigh, 
When  you  shall  mount  above  the  sky, 
To  fields  of  light,  where  you  shall  dwell 
For  ever,  with  Emmanuel. 

8  Then  come,  dear  Jesus,  take  us  home, 
Leave  us  not  here  to  grieve  alone, 
Come,  fit  our  feeble  tongues  to  tell 
The  glories  of  Emmanuel. 

9  "  O  come,  my  spouse,  O  come,  he  cries," 
With  love  and  pleasure  in  his  eyes, 

"  I'll  take  you  home  with  me  to  dwell, 
I  am  your  dear  Emmanuel." 

10  "O  come,  ye  sinners,  so  unwise, 
Who  did  my  gospel  once  despise, 
Come,  hear  your  doom  and  sink  to  hell, 
Amen,  says  King  Emmanuel." 

SONG  98.  (C.  M.) 
Reflections  on  death. 

MY  soul,  come  meditate  the  day, 
And  think  how  near  it  stands, 
When  thou  must  quit  this  house  of  clay, 
And  fly  to  unknown  lands. 

2  Oh  could  we  die  with  those  that  die, 
And  place  us  in  their  stead ; 
Then  would  our  spirits  learn  to  fly, 
And  commune  with  the  dead. 
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3  Then  should  we  see  the  saints  above, 

In  our  own  glorious  forms, 
And  wonder  why  our  souls  should  love 
To  dwell  with  mortal  worms. 

4  We  should  almost  forsake  our  clay, 

Before  the  summons  come, 
And  pray,  and  wish  our  souls  away 
To  their  eternal  home. 


D0X0L0GIES. 


(C.  M.) 

TO  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
The  God  whom  we  adore, 

Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  be  evermore. 


(L.  M.) 

TO  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  earth  and  heaven  adore, 

Be  glory  as  it  was  of  old, 

Is  now,  and  shall  be  evermore. 

(S.  M.) 

TO  God  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit,  glory  be, 
As  'twas,  and  is,  and  shall  be  so 

To  all  eternity. 
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(8s.  &  6s.) 

TO  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  heaven's  triumphant  host, 

And  saints  on  earth  adore  ; 
Be  glory,  as  in  ages  past, 
As  now  it  is,  and  so  shall  last 

When  time  shall  be  no  more. 

(lis.) 

0  FATHER  Almighty  to  thee  be  address'd, 
With  Christ  and  the  Spirit,  one  God  ever  bless'd, 
All  glory  and  worship  from  earth  and  from  heaven, 
As  was,  and  is  now,  and  shall  ever  be  given. 

(8s.  &  7s.) 

PRAISE  the  Father,  earth  and  heaven, 
Praise  the  Son,  the  Spirit  praise, 

As  it  was,  and  is,  be  given 
Glory,  through  eternal  days. 

(2  8s.  &  4  7s.) 

TO  the  Father,  throned  in  heaven, 
To  the  Saviour,  Christ,  his  Son, 
To  the  Spirit,  praise  be  given, 

1  Everlasting  Three  in  One: 
As  of  old,  the  Trinity 

Still  is  worshipped,  still  shall  be. 


THE  FORM  OF 

SOLEMNIZATION  OF  MATRIMONY, 


DEARLY  beloved,  we  are  gathered  together 
in  the  sight  of  God,  to  join  together  this 
Man  and  this  Woman  in  holy  Matrimony ;  there- 
fore, if  any  can  show  just  cause  why  they  may 
not  lawfully  be  joined  together,  let  him  now 
speak,  or  else  hereafter  for  ever  hold  his  peace. 

If  no  impediment  shall  be  alleged,  then  shall  the 
Minister  say  to  the  Man  : 

^.^ITTILT  thou  have  this  woman  to  thy  wedded 
VV  Wife,  to  live  together  after  God's  ordi- 
nance, in  the  honourable  estate  of  Matrimony  ? 
Wilt  thou  love  her,  comfort  her,  honour,  and 
keep  her,  in  sickness  and  in  health;  and  forsaking 
all  others,  keep  thee  only  unto  her,  till  separated 
by  death  ? 

The  man  shall  answer,  I  WILL. 

Then  shall  the  Minister  say  unto  the  Woman  : 

2?.TTTILT  thou  have  this  Man  to  thy  wedded 
VV  Husband,  to  live  together  after  God's 
ordinance,  in  the  honourable  estate  of  Matri- 
mony!1 Wilt  thou  love,  honour,  and  keep  him,  in 
sickness  and  in  health  ;  and  forsaking  all  others, 
keep  thee  only  unto  him,  till  separated  by  death? 

The  woman  shall  answer,  I  WILL. 
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Those  whom  God  hath  joined  together,  let  no 
man  put  asunder. 

FOR  as  much  as  A.  and  B.  have  consented  to- 
gether in  holy  Wedlock,  and  have  witnessed 
the  same  before  God  and  all  present,  and  thereto 
have  pledged  their  faith,  one  to  the  other,  I  pro- 
nounce, that  they  be  Man  and  Wife  together,  in 
the  name  of  the  Father,  and  of  the  Son,  and  of 
the  Holy  Ghost.  Amen. 
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Blest  are  the  souls  that  hear  and  know  60 

Blest  are  the  sons  of  peace,  70 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds,  48 

Bold  soldiers  all,  on  you  I  call,  26 
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COME  all  that  love  the  Lord,  Page  47 

Come  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost,  85 

Come  Holy  Spirit,  Heavenly  Dove,  64 

Come  humble  sinners  in  whose  breast  55 

Come,  Saviour,  Jesus,  from  above,  86 

Come,  sinners,  to  the  gospel  feast,  40 

Come  to  the  glorious  gospel  feast,  53 

Come,  ye  that  fear  the  Lord,  102 

DEATH  cannot  make  my  soul  afraid,  118 

Death  may  dissolve  my  body  now,  48 

Destruction's  dismal  road,  23 

Do  I  believe  what  Jesus  saith,  71 

Down  headlong  from  their  native  skies,  108 

EARLY,  my  God,  without  delay,  62 

Eternal  God;  our  humbled  souls,  80 
FAR  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world,  begone,  68 

Father,  I  stretch  my  hands  to  thee,  122 

Father  of  mercies,  in  thy  word  77 
Free  grace,  the  song  my  tongue  shall  sing,  89 

From  whence  does  the  union  arise  92 

GOD  is  in  this,  and  every  place !  37 

God  sees  the  sorrows  of  his  saint,  95 

Glad  tidings  to  mankind  are  come,  44 

HARK  !  my  soul,  it  is  the  Lord,  91 
Hark  !  to  the  sound  that  breathes  around,  60 

Here,  at  thy  cross,  my  dying  God,  51 

How  beauteous  are  their  feet,  15 

How  good  and  pleasant  is  the  sight,  115 

How  happy  are  the  saints  above,  100 

How  heavy  is  the  night,  72 

How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds,  58 

How  vain  are  all  things  here  below,  124 

I  HEAR  the  Gospel's  joyful  sound,  82 

v  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives,"  17 

I  love  the  Lord ;  he  hears  my  cries,  32 

In  God  let  all  his  saints  rejoice,  100 

19  God  my  friend  ?  then  welcome  death  :  73 
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I  sing  a  song,  which  doth  belong  Page  99 

I  will  praise  thee  every  day,  123 

JESUS,  my  all,  to  heaven  is  gone,  5 

Jesus  my  Lord,  how  rich  thy  grace !  29 

Jesus  thou  art  the  sinner's  friend;  72 

Jesus,  thou  everlasting  King,  31 

Jesus,  thy  blessings  are  not  few,  3 

Jesus,  thy  gospel  armour  gird,  61 

Jesus,  thy  name  to  me  is  sweet,  4 

Jesus,  we  love  thy  name,  34 

Jesus,  we  thus  obey  8 

Jesus,  with  all  thy  saints  above,  52 

Joy  to  the  world  !  the  Lord  is  come  !  14 

KIND  are  the  words  that  Jesus  speaks,  68 

Know  then,  that  every  one  is  free,  1 

LET  strife  for  ever  cease,  118 

Life  is  the  time  to  serve  the  Lord,  11 

Lord  Jesus  when,  when  shall  it  be,  84 

MY  hope,  my  all,  my  Saviour,  thou  49 

My  God,  my  life,  my  love,  75 

My  God,  my  portion,  and  my  love,  29 

My  God,  permit  me  not  to  be  14 

My  God,  the  spring  of  all  my  joys,  112 

My  soul  doth  in  Jesus  rejoice;  20 

NOT  to  condemn  the  sons  of  men,  44 

Now  begin  the  heavenly  theme,  116 

Now  by  the  sufferings  of  my  God,  111 

Now  in  a  song  of  grateful  praise,  27 

Now  in  the  heat  of  youthful  blood,  111 

Now  let  our  souls,  on  wings  sublime,  16 

Now  shall  my  inward  joys  arise  113 

Now  to  the  Lord  a  noble  song,  50 

Now  we  are  met  in  holy  fear,  41 

O  FOR  a  glance  of  heavenly  day,  77 

O  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God,  120 

O  for  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing  120 

Often  I  seek  my  Lord  by  night ;  28 
20 
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O  give  me  Lord  my  sins  to  mourn,  Page  7 

O  God,  our  Father  and  our  King-,  108 

O  sinners  !  fly  to  Jesus'  arms,  54 

O  sinners  make  the  Saviour  room,  45 

O  that  I  could  my  Lord  receive,  36 

O  that  I  could  revere  38 

O  thou,  who  slightest  ofFer'd  grace,  9 

O  who  is  like  the  Lord  our  God }  93 

O  who  will  rise  and  go  with  me  ?  34 

PLUNGED  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair,  52 

Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire,  81 

Prepare  a  thankful  song,  18 

RELIGION  is  the  chief  conce'rn,  67  1 

Remember,  Lord,  our  mortal  state,  66 
Rise,  rise,  my  soul,  and  leave  the  ground,  65 

SALVATION,  Oh  !  the  joyful  sound  !  59 

Say  now,  ye  lovely,  social  band,  93  * 

"  Shepherds,  rejoice,  lift  up  your  eyes,  10 

Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  heavenly  hosts,  97 

Stay,  thou  insulted  Spirit,  stay,  35 

THAT  awful  day  will  surely  come,  90 

The  King  of  heaven  his  table  spreads,  107 

The  Lord  himself,  the  mighty  Lor.d,  21 

The  Lord  my  shepherd  is,  20 

The  Lord,  the  Judge,  before  his  throne,  57 

Then  when  the  thousand  years  are  past,  104 

There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight,  105 

The  Son  of  God,  ye  sinners  see,  79 

The  thing  my  God  doth  hate,  88 

Thou  man  of  grief,  remember  me,  83 

Through  thee  we  now  together  come  33 

'Tis  a  point  1  long  to  know,  12 

Try  us,  O  God,  and  search  the  ground  121 

WHAT  heavenly  music  do  I  hear  ?  40 

What  poor  despised  company  25 

What  various  hindrances  we  meet  24 

When  any  turn  from  Zion's  way,  94 
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When  I  can  read  my  title  clear  Page  55 

When  your  rosy  cheeks  are  pale,  98 
While  shepherds  watch'd  their  flocks  by  night,  42 
Why  should  the  children  of  a  King  37 
YE  saints  attend  the  Saviour's  voice,  22 
ZEAL  is  that  pure  and  heavenly  flame,  110 

ON  BAPTISM. 

Christians,  if  your  hearts  be  warm,  150 

Gaze  on,  spectators,  while  we  show,  129 

In  pleasure  sweet,  here  we  do  meet,  127 

,    Let  us  go  down  with  one  accord,  129 

Lo,  in  Jordan's  ancient  river,  133 

Long  with  doubts  and  fears  surrounded,  131 

Our  Saviour  bow'd  beneath  the  wave,  128 

Our  Saviour  by  John  was  immersed,  126 
"  Proclaim,"  saith  Christ, "  my  wond'rous  grace  13 1 

When  mortal  man  resigns  his  breath,  134 

When  Salem's  King,  our  Saviour,  came  124 


THE  LORD'S  SUPPER. 
Come  Saviour,  let  these  tokens  prove, 
Come,  thou  everlasting  Spirit, 
Glory  to  God  on  high, 
Here  at  thy  table,  Lord,  we  meet, 
Jesus  invites  his  saints 
Let  all  who  truly  bear 
Lord,  at  thy  table  I  behold 
Lord,  we  adore  thy  bounteous  hand, 
My  Saviour's  wounded  side 
That  doleful  night  before  his  death, 
The  bless'd  memorials  of  thy  grief, 
To  Jesus,  our  exalted  Lord, 
'Twas  on  that  dark  and  doleful  night, 

WASHING  THE  SAINTS'  FEET. 
Did  Christ  the  great  example  lead,  146 
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141 

142 
138 
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140 
139 
136 
142 
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Disrobed  of  all  his  heavenly  dress,  Page  145 
'Tis  my  desire  with  God  to  walk,  144 
Wash  me,  O  Lord,  from  every  sin,  147 
What  Christ  the  Lord  would  have  us  do,  147 
When  Jesus  Christ  was  here  below,  143 

DEATH-BED  AND  FUNERAL  HYMNS. 

A  few  more  years  and  I  shall  lie  150 

All  nature  dies  and  lives  again,  159 

And  art  thou  gone,  my  youthful  friend  ?  154 

Behold  the  pleasant  bed,  153 

Hark  !  from  the  tombs  a  doleful  sound,  152 
Hear  what  the  voice  from  heaven  proclaims,  159 

My  Father  calls  me  to  his  arms,  148 

Naked  as  from  the  earth  we  came,  158 

Servant  of  God,  well,  done,  156 

Wake  up  my  muse,  condole  with  those  157 

Why  do  we  mourn  departing  friends  ?  151 

Ye  blooming  youth  I  pray  give  ear,  149 


MORNING  HYMNS. 
Awake  my  soul,  to  meet  the  day, 
How  can  1  sleep  when  angels  sing, 
I'll  do  as  did  my  blessed  Lord, 
Lord,  in  the  morning  I  will  send, 
Lord,  in  the  morning  thou  shalt  hear, 
O  could  my  soul  this  morning  rise, 
Once  more,  my  soul,  the  rising  day 
See  how  the  morning  sun, 
The  morning  breaks,  my  soul  awakes, 
This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made, 
Welcome  sweet  day  of  rest, 
With  me,  O  heaven  and  earth,  admire, 

EVENING  HYMNS. 
Another  day  is  past,  170 
Lord,  thou  wilt  hear  me  when  I  pray,  170 
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My  God,  how  endless  is  thy  love,        Page  175 

Now  from  the  altar  of  our  hearts,  174 

Now  in  the  days  of  tender  youth,  169 

Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King,  168 

Sweet  was  the  time  when  first  I  felt,  172 

The  day  is  past  and  gone ;  171 

Thus  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on,  173 

SPIRITUAL  SONGS. 

AND  am  I  only  born  to  die?  235 

Alternate  joy  and  sorrow,  274 

Amazing  grace!  how  sweet  the  sound!  271 

Attend,  young  friends,  while  I  relate,  212 

Awaked  by  Sinai's  awful  sound,  240 

BEHOLD  the  pleasant  bed,  265 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow  232 

Brethren,  farewell,  I  grieve  to  tell  179 

Brethren,  we  have  met  to  worship  259 

Brethren,  I  bid  you  all  farewell,  211 

Bright  scenes  of  glory  strike  my  sense,  209 

CHILDREN  of  the  heavenly  King,  214 

Come,  all  ye  people  of  my  nation,  192 

Come,  all  ye  weary  trav'lers,  217 

Come,  saints  and  sinners,  hear  me  tell  238 

Come,  thou  fount  of  every  blessing,  235 

Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy,  196 
Come,  all  who  have  mercy  through  Jesus 

obtained,  253 

Come,  brethren,  let  us  join  and  sing  264 
Come,  you  that  fear  the  Lord,  hear  me  tell, 

hear  me  tell,  266 
Come,  Christians,  be  valiant,  our  Jesus  is 

near  us,  280 

Come,  Lord,  and  help  me  to  rejoice,  283 

DAY  of  judgment,  day  of  wonders!  221 

Death  shall  not  destroy  my  comforts,  247 

FAREWELL,  my  brethren,  all  farewell,  184 
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Farewell,  my  brethren  clear,  farewell,   Page  184 


Farewell,  vain  world,  I  bicl  adieu,  225 

From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies,  231 

GOD  did  in  mercy  on  thee  call,  270 

God  of  my  salvation,  hear,  281 

HAIL,  ye  sighing-  sons  of  sorrow,  226 

Hark!  listen  to  the  trumpeters,  219 

Hark!  don't  you  hear  the  turtle  dove?  272 

Hark!  how  the  gospel  trumpet  sounds,  278 

Hear  the  royal  proclamation,  189 

He  dies,  the  friend  of  sinners  dies ;  249 

Here  lie  the  relics  of  a  youth,  198 

How  happy  are  they,  204 

How  happy  every  child  of  grace,  237 

How  happy  is  the  pilgrim's  lot;  206 

How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  hours,  224 

I  AM  a  stranger  here  below,  286 

I  hear  the  gospel's  joyful  sound,  180 

I  long  to  see  the  season  come,  213 
In  the  house  of  King  David  a  fountain  does 

spring,  276 

I  walk'd  abroad  one  morning  fair,  200 

JERUSALEM,  my  happy  home,  223 

Jesus,  friend  of  sinners,  hear  260 

LAMB  of  God,  for  sinners  slain,  215 

Look!  behold  the  Lord  is  coming,  273 

Love  divine,  all  love  excelling,  234 
MY  brethren,  farewell,  we  part  for  awhile,  178 
My  days,  my  weeks,  my  months,  my  years,  251 

My  dearest  friends  in  bonds  of  love,  177 

My  God,  1  now  from  sleep  awake,  195 

My  gracious  Redeemer  1  love,  201 

My  soul,  come  meditate  the  day,  290 

NO  sleep  nor  slumber  to  his  eyes,  229 

O  COME,  my  loving  fathers,  207 

O  come  ye  saints  and  sinners  all,  289 

O  God,  one  spark  of  heavenly  fire,  244 
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O  God  of  mercy,  hear  my  call,           Page  263 

O  glorious  hope  of  perfect  love!  233 

O  happy  time  long  waited  for,  187 
O  how  I  have  long'd  for  the  coming  of  God,  279 

Oh  !  if  poor  sinners  could  but  know  181 

O  Jesus,  my  Saviour  !  I  know  thou  art  mine,  216 

O  Lord,  thy  heavenly  grace  impart,  281 

O  Lord,  the  time  is  come  when  we  178 

On  Jordan's  stormy  banks  1  stand,  210 

Our  souls  by  love  together  knit,  230 
O  tell  me  no  more  of  this  world's  vain  store,  188 
O  thou  in  whose  presence  my  soul  takes 

delight,  241 

O  what  a  glorious  mystery,  199 

O  when  shall  I  see  Jesus,  203 

SAVIOUR,  visit  thy  plantation,  284 

Saw  ye  my  Saviour,  saw  ye  my  Saviour,  257 
See  how  the  wicked  kingdom  is  falling 

every  day,  249 

Sinners,  obey  the  Gospel  word,  263 

Still  out  of  the  deepest  abyss,  236 

Sweet  rivers  of  redeeming  love,  256 

THE  glorious  plan  of  man's  redemption,  254 

The  judgment  day  is  rolling  on,  193 

There  is  a  school  on  earth  begun,  208 

These  honour'd  saints,  redeem'd  by  blood,  228 

Through  sultry  climes  and  deserts  wide,  182 

Thus  saith  the  Lord  of  Glory,  185 

To  our  Redeemer's  glorious  name  269 

WE  now  receive  the  grace  divine,  230 

Weeping  pilgrims,  mourning  Christians,  245 

What  sound  is  this  salutes  my  ear?  287 

When  converts  first  begin  to  sing,  222 

While  through  this  barren  wilderness,  269 
Why  should  I  be  affrighted  at  pestilence 

and  war,  243 

Why  should  we  start,  and  fear  to  die  ?  227 
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YE  brethren,  who  profess  the  Lord,  Page  285 
Ye  lovers  of  pleasure  that  slighted  salvation,  261 
Young  people  all  attention  give,  190 

Doxologies,  291 
Form  of  solemnization  of  Matrimony,  293 


ADDITIONAL  SONGS* 


SONG  L    (2  lis.  2  8s.) 
Father  Blest. 

YE  objects  of  sense  and  enjoyments  of  time, 
Which  oft  have  delighted  my  heart, 
I  soon  shall  exchange  you  for  joys  more  sublime, 
For  joys  that  will  never  depart. 

2  Thou,  lord  of  the  day,  and  thou,  queen  of  the 

nighl, 

To  me  shall  no  longer  be  known, 
I  soon  shall  behold,  with  increasing  delight, 
A  sun  that  will  never  go  down. 

3  Ye  wonderful  orbs,  that  astonish  mine  eyes, 

Your  glories  recede  from  my  sight, 
I  soon  shall  contemplate  more  beautiful  skies, 
And  stars  more  transcendently  bright. 

4  Ye  mountains  and  valleys,  ye  rivers  and  plains, 

Thou,  earth,  and  thou,  ocean,  adieu! 
More  permanent  regions,  where  righteousness 
reigns, 

Present  their  bright  scenes  to  my  view. 

5  My  weeping  relations,  my  brethren  and  friends, 

Whose  souls  are  entwined  with  my  own, 
Adieu  for  the  present,  my  spirit  ascends, 
Where  friendship  immortal  is  known. 
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6  The  ills  of  transgression  shall  grieve  me  no 

more, 

'Midst  foes  I  no  longer  reside, 
My  conflict  with  sin  and  with  sinners  is  o'er, 
With  saints  I  shall  ever  abide. 

7  No  lurking  temptation,  defilement  or  fear, 

Again  shall  disquiet  my  breast, 
In  Jesus'  fair  image  I  soon  shall  appear, 
For  ever  ineffably  blest. 

8  Ye  sabbaths  of  peace,  which  have  been  my 

delight, 

And  thou,  sacred  volume  divine, 
Have  guided  my  footsteps  like  stars,  during 
night, 

Adieu,  my  conductors  benign. 

9  Thou  tottering  seat  of  disease  and  of  pain, 

Adieu,  my  dissolving  abode  ; 
1  soon  shall  behold  and  possess  thee  again, 
A  beautiful  building  of  God. 

10  Come,  come,  my  dear  Jesus,  O  come  and 

release 

The  soul  thou  hast  bought  with  thy  blood, 
Oh!  quicken  my  flight  to  the  regions  of  peace, 
To  feast  on  the  smiles  of  my  God. 

SONG  2. 


10  leave  my  dear  friends,  from  my  neigh- 
bours to  part, 


And  go  from  my  home,  these  affect  not  my 
heart, 

Like  the  thoughts  of  abstaining  myself  for  a  day 
From  that  blessed  retreat  I  have  chosen  to  pray, 
I  have  chosen  to  pray. 
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2  Dear  bower,  where  the  pine  and  the  poplar 

leaves  spread,  ' 
And  weave  their  green  branches  a  roof  o'er  my 
head, 

How  oft  have  I  knelt  on  the  evergreen  there, 
And  pour'd  out  my  soul  to  my  Saviour,  in  prayer, 
To  my  Saviour  in  prayer. 

3  The  early,  shrill  notes  of  a  loved  nightingale, 
That  dwelt  in  the  bower,  I  Observed  as  my  bell, 

-They  call'd  me  to  duty,  while  birds  in  the  air 
Sung  anthems  of  praises  as  I  went  to  prayer, 
As  I  went  to  prayer. 

4  How  sweet  was  the  zephyr,  how  fragrant  the 

vine, 

The  ivy,  the  balsam,  the  wild  eglantine, 
But  sweeter,  ah  sweeter  and  pleasanter,  were 
The  joys  that  I  tasted  in  answer  to  prayer, 
In  answer  to  prayer. 

5  For  Jesus  my  Saviour  oft  deign'd  there  to  meet, 
And  bless  with  his  presence  my  humble  retreat, 
Oft  fill'd  me  with  raptures  and  blessedness  there, 
Dictating  in  heaven's  own  language  my  prayer. 

Own  language  my  prayer. 

6  Dear  bower,  I  must  leave  you,  and  bid  you 

adieu, 

And  pay  my  devotions  in  parts  that  are  new, 
I  know  that  my  Saviour  resides  every  where, 
And  can  in  all  places  give  answer  to  prayer, 
Give  answer  to  prayer. 

SONG  3.    (L.  M.) 
The  Apostles'  Commission. 

"  r\  O  preach  my  gospel,"  saith  the  Lord, 
VJT  "  Bid  the  whole  earth  my  grace  receive ; 


308 


SONG  4. 


He  shall  behaved  that  trusts  my  word  ; 
He  shall  be  damn'd  that  won't  believe. 

2  I'll  make  your  great  commission  known, 

And  ye  shall  prove  my  gospel  true, 
By  all  the  works  that  1  have  done, 
By  all  the  wonders  ye  shall  do. 

3  Go,  heal  the  sick,  go  raise  the  dead, 

Go,  cast  out  devils  in  my  name, 
Nor  let  my  prophets  be  afraid, 

Tho'  Greeks  reproach  and  Jews  blaspheme. 

4  Teach  all  the  nations  my  commands, 

I'm  with  you  till  the  world  shall  end ; 
All  power  is  trusted  in  my  hands, 
I  can  destroy  and  I  defend." 

5  He  spake,  and  light  shone  round  his  head, 

On  a  bright  cloud  to  heaven  he  rode  ; 
They  to  the  farthest  nations  spread 
The  grace  of  their  ascended  God. 


SONG  4. 

IF  you'll  attend,  my  friends,  awhile, 
I'll  tell  a  story  of  a  child  ; — 
She  was  about  eight  years  of  age 
When  she  left  this  earthly  stage. 

2  One  day,  when  she  was  at  a  place 
Where  Christians  meet  to  seek  God's  face, 
The  Lord  was  pleased  to  let  her  see 
That  sin  would  lead  to  misery. 

3  Then  she  began  to  weep  and  cry, 
And  seek  for  mercy  from  on  high. 


SONG  4. 
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But  when  her  wicked  father  came, 

He  forced  her  home,  to  his  great  shame. 

4  But  she  continued  praying  still, 
Which  did  her  friends  with  anger  fill, 
Her  father  and  her  mother  too, 
United,  strove  her  to  undo. 

5  They  cursed  and  swore  and  beat  their  child, 
And  thus  tormented  her  awhile, 

She  pray'd  that  Jesus  would  come  down, 
And  take  her  sufT'ring  spirit  home. 

6  Thy  prayer  is  granted  ;  angels  come 
To  bear  thy  gentle  spirit  home  ; 
Haste,  haste,  receive  the  great  reward," 
Thus  spake  the  sinner's  friend,  the  Lord. 

7  When  laid  upon  her  dying  bed, 

She  calPd  her  friends  and  to  them  said, 
"  I  hear  sweet  angels  round  me  sing, 
I  see  my  Jesus,  Friend  and  King. 

8  Oh  look  on  Jesus,  see  him  stand 
With  crowns  of  life  in  his  right  hand! 
O  that  I  could  this  moment  die, 

And  rise  and  shout  above  the  sky. 

9  Oh  mother,  must  I  see  you  stand 
With  all  the  damn'd  at  God's  left  hand  ? 
Oh,  must  I  hear  you  scream  and  cry, 
And  weep  in  hell  eternally  ?" 

10  She  bade  her  sisters  next  adieu, 

"  I  soon  shall  cease  to  pray  for  you, 

Oh  do  forsake  your  evil  way, 

And  cease  to  dance,  to  sport  and  play." 
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11  At  length  she  slept  in  Jesus'  arms, 
Her  soul  enraptured  by  his  charms  ; 
The  waiting  angels  flew  away, 
And  led  her  soul  to  endless  day. 

12  She  left  a  lifeless  corpse  behind, 
Which  soon  was  in  the  grave  confined  ; 
But  now  she  lives  in  Paradise, 
Where  Jesus  wipes  her  weeping  eyes. 

SONG  5.    (4  8s.  4  6s.) 

COME  all  ye  mourning  pilgrims  dear, 
Who  're  bound  for  Canaan's  land, 
Take  courage,  and  fight  manfully, 

Stand  fast  with  sword  in  hand, 
Your  Captain  he  has  gone  before, 

The  Father's  only  Son, 
Then  pilgrims  dear,  don't  let  us  fear, 
But  let  us  follow  on. 

2  Good  morning,  brother  traveller, 

Pray  tell  to  me  your  name, 
And  whither  you  are  travelling, 

Likewise  from  whence  you  came? 
"  My  name  it  is  Bold  Pilgrim, 

To  Canaan  I  am  bound, 
I'm  from  the  howling  wilderness, 

From  the  enchanted  ground. 

3  Pray  what  is  that  upon  your  head 

Which  sliines  so  wond'rous  bright, 
Likewise  the  cov'ring  of  your  breast, 

So  dazzling  to  my  sight  ? 
What  kind  of  shoes  are  these  you  wear, 

On  which  you  boldly  stand? 
What  is  the  shining  instrument 

You  hold  in  your  right  hand  ? 


SONG  5. 


4  'Tis  a  glorious  hope  upon  my  head, 

Upon  my  breast  a  shield, 
With  this  bright  sword  I  mean  to  fight 

Until  I  win  the  field. 
My  feet  are  shod  with  gospel  grace, 

On  which  I  boldly  stand  ; 
I  mean  to  fight  until  1  die, 

And  gain  fair  Canaan's  land." 

5  You'd  better  stay  with  me,  young  man, 

And  give  your  journey  o'er; 
Your  Captain  is  far  out  of  sight, 

You'll  see  his  face  no  more  ; 
My  name  is  old  Apollyon, 

These  lands  belong  to  me, 
And  for  your  arms  and  pilgrim's  dress, 

I'll  give  them  all  to  thee. 

6  "O  no,"  says  the  bold  pilgrim, 

"Your  offers  I  disdain  ; 
A  glittering  crown  of  glory 

I  shortly  shall  obtain; 
If  I  shall  hold  out  faithful 

Unto  my  Lord's  commands, 
I  shortly  shall  be  heir  with  him, 

To  Canaan's  fruitful  lands." 

7  Behold,  the  mantled  tower  shines 

Around  with  glht'ring  gold, 
My  fair  inheritance  above 

I  now  by  faith  behold  ; 
I  smell  the  fruit,  I  see  the  trees, 

Behold  how  thick  they  stand! 
Fly  up,  my  soul,  improve  the  gale 

That  blows  to  Canaan's  land. 

8  Sweet  rivers  of  salvation 

From  Canaan's  land  do  roll, 
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Bright  beams  of  dazzling-  glory  , 

Illuminate  my  soul ; 
These  pond'rous  crowns  of  glory 

All  set  with  diamonds  bright, 
And  there  my  loving  Saviour  stands 

Who  is  my  heart's  delight. 

9  Come,  then,  ye  mourning  pilgrims  dear, 

Fresh  courage  take  from  me, 
And  hearken  while  1  tell  you  how 

I  came  this  land  to  see : 
Through  Christ,  the  glorious  telescope, 

I  view  those  worlds  above, 
And  God,  my  Father,  dress'd  in  smiles 

Which  fills  my  soul  with  love. 


SONG  6.    (7.  6.) 
Canaan's  Happy  Ground. 

THE  people  called  Christians, 
How  many  tales  they  tell, 
About  the  land  of  Canaan, 

Where  saints  and  angels  dwell ; 
But  sin,  that  dreadful  ocean, 
Encompasses  them  round, 
While  its  tide  still  divides 

Them  from  Canaan's  happy  ground. 

2  Thousands  are  impatient, 

To  find  their  passage  through, 
And  with  united  vigour, 

Have  tried  what  they  could  do ; 
But  vessels  built  by  human  skill, 

Have  never  sail'd  so  far, 
Till  they're  found  run  aground, 

On  some  dreadful  sandy  bar. 
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3  The  everlasting  Gospel, 

Has  launch'd  the  deep  at  last, 
Behold  the  sails  suspended, 

Around  her  tow'ring  mast, 
Around  her  decks  in  order, 

The  joyful  sailors  stand, 
Crying,  O  !  here  we  go, 

To  Immanuel's  happy  land. 

4  We're  now  on  the  wide  ocean, 

We  bid  them  all  farewell, 
But  where  we  shall  cast  anchor 

No  mortal  tongue  can  tell ; 
About  our  future  happiness 

There  need  be  no  debate, 
While  we  ride  on  the  tide, 

With  our  Captain  and  his  Mate. 

5  We're  passengers,  united 

In  harmony  and  love, 
The  wind  all  in  our  favour, 

How  joyfully  we  move ; 
Tho'  troubles  may  surround  us, 

And  raging  billows  roar, 
We  will  sweep  through  the  deep, 

Till  we  land  on  Canaan's  shore. 


 SONG  7.  (11.) 

HOW  happy,  how  joyful,  how  loving  I  feel, 
I  want  to  feel  more  love,  yea,  more  love 
and  zeal, 

I  want  my  love  perfect,  I  want  my  love  pure, 
That  all  things  with  patience  I  well  may  endure. 

2  I  want  to  be  little,  more  simple,  more  mild, 
More  like  my  bless'd  Master,  and  more  like  a 
child, 

21 
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More  watchful,  more  prayerful,  more  lowly  in 
mind, 

More  thankful,  more  gentle,  more  loving  and 
kind. 

3  I  want  to  have  wisdom  that  comes  from  above  ; 
I  want  my  heart  fill'd  with  the  purest  of  love ; 
I  want  my  faith  stronger,  my  anchor,  hope,  sure, 
And  like  a  good  soldier,  a  faith  to  endure. 

4  I  want  to  be  stripp'd  of  all  vain  human  pride ; 
All  malice  and  anger  I  would  lay  aside; 
From  sin  and  from  bondage  I  want  to  be  free, 
And  live,  my  dear  Saviour,  live  only  like  thee. 

5  While  suffering,  enduring,  in  duty  believe, 
Forgiving,  if  any  my  spirit  should  grieve, 
Rememb'ring  at  all  times  what  Jesus  did  say, 
And  set  out  anew,  and  begin  every  day. 

6  My  treasure  in  heaven  I  want  to  lay  up, 
Where  nothing  will  enter  to  rust  or  corrupt ; 
Where  no  thief  or  robber  will  venture  or  dare, 
My  heart  and  my  treasure  I  want  to  be  there. 

7  My  faith  and  my  hope,  my  zeal  and  my  love, 
I  want  them  concentred  in  heaven  above, 
My  light  I  want  clear,  that  beholders  may  see 
How  faith  and  good  works  in  sweet  union 

agree. 

8  My  union  I  want  with  the  Father  and  Son, 

I  want  that  completed  which  grace  hath  begun, 
With  love  and  sweet  union,  that  soothe  every 
care, 

And  with  my  dear  brethren  all  burdens  to  bear. 
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9  When  time  is  no  more,  then  from  earth  we'll 
remove, 

To  dwell  in  the  region  of  pure  light  and  love, 
With  Jesus,  our  Saviour,  and  all  holy  men, 
We'll  sing-  hallelujahs  for  ever,  amen. 


SONG  8.  (L.  M.) 
The  Good  Old  Way. 

LIFT  up  your  hearts,  Immanuel's  friends, 
And  taste  the  pleasure  Jesus  sends ; 
Let  nothing1  cause  you  to  delay, 
But  hasten  on  the  good  old  way, 

And  I'll  sing  hallelujah. 

2  Our  conflicts  here,  though  great  they  be, 
Shall  not  prevent  our  victory, 

If  we  but  watch  and  strive  and  pray, 
Like  soldiers  in  the  good  old  way, 
O  halle  O  hallelujah. 

3  O  good  old  way  !  how  sweet  thou  art, 
May  none  of  us  from  thee  depart, 
But  may  our  actions  always  say 

"  We're  marching  in  the  good  old  way," 
O  halle  O  hallelujah. 

4  Though  Satan  may  his  powers  employ, 
Our  happy  prospects  to  destroy, 

Yet  never  fear,  we'll  gain  the  day, 
And  shout  and  sing  the  good  old  way, 
O  halle  O  hallelujah. 

5  And  when  on  Pisgah's  top  we  stand, 
And  view  by  faith  the  promised  land, 
Then  we  may  sing  and  shout  and  pray, 
And  march  along  the  good  old  wav, 

O  halle  O  hallelujah. 
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6  Ye  valiant  souls  for  heaven  contend, 
Remember  glory  \s  at  the  end  ; 
Our  God  will  wipe  all  tears  away, 
When  we  have  run  the  good  old  way, 

O  halle  O  hallelujah. 

7  Then  far  beyond  this  mortal  shore, 

We'll  meet  with  those  who've  gone  before, 
And  shout  to  think  we've  gain'd  the  day, 
By  marching  in  the  good  old  way, 
O  halle  O  hallelujah. 


SONG  9.    (8.  7.) 

MY  brethren  all,  on  you  I  call, 
Arise  and  look  around  you, 
How  many  foes  that  you  oppose, 
Are  waiting  to  confound  you ; 
The  trumpet  calls,  on  Zion's  walls, 

Shake  of  your  sleep  and  slumber, 
Arise  and  pray,  you'll  win  the  day 
Though  you  are  few  in  number. 

2  As  we  draw  nigh,  objectors  fly, 

They're  fill'd  with  awe  and  wonder, 
The  voice  of  prayer  makes  sinners  stare, 

Like  peals  of  loudest  thunder, 
While  music  sweet  makes  some  retreat, 

Our  Jesus  still  draws  nigher, 
His  precious  name  our  hearts  inflames, 

He  sets  our  souls  on  fire. 

3  While  grace  divine  in  others  shine, 

With  such  we  are  delighted, 
With  them  we  crowd  and  sing  so  loud, 
Poor  sinners  are  affrighted  ; 
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If  soiris  are  born,  we'll  bear  the  scorn, 

Let  sinners  tell  their  story, 
For  Jesus'  name,  we'll  bear  the  blame, 

And  give  him  all  the  glory. 

4  If  one  deserts  it  pains  our  hearts 

To  see  the  cause  thus  wounded, 
But  let  him  go,  dear  Christians  know 

That  we  are  not  confounded, 
He'll  end  his  race,  and  find  his  place 

With  Judas  and  his  master — 
His  weight  is  gone,  let  us  press  on, 

We'll  journey  on  the  faster. 

5  O  happy  day,  when  we  shall  say, 

Our  troubles  are  all  over, 
Then  saved  from  hell,  we'll  sing  and  tell 

That  Jesus  is  our  Saviour, 
Till  then  we'll  stay,  and  watch  and  pray 

That  God  may  make  us  holy, 
That  when  we  die,  our  souls  may  fly 

And  live  with  Christ  in  glory. 

SONG  10.    (L.  M.) 
Watch  and  Pray. 

DEAR  people,  we  have  met  to-day, 
To  hear,  to  preach,  to  sing  and  pray, 
It  is  the  Father's  great  command, 
The  way  that  leads  to  his  right  hand. 

2  Then  let  our  hearts  to  him  incline, 
For  we  must  die  in  a  short  time, 
And  then  for  ever  we  must  dwell, 
With  him,  or  in  the  flames  of  hell. 

3  Arise,  arise,  I'm  going  home, 
Away  to  New  Jerusalem, 
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Saying,  "Gabriel,  go,  pronounce  the  sound, — 
Awake  ye  nations  under  ground." 

4  The  blooming  youth  all  in  their  prime, 
Are  counting  on  the  length  of  time, 
They'll  often  say  'tis  their  intent, 
When  they  get  older,  to  repent. 

5  The  aged  sinners  will  not  turn, 

Their  hearts  are  hard,  they  will  not  mourn  ; 

Much  harder  than  the  flinty  rock, 

They  will  not  break  though  Jesus  knock. 

6  Good  God !  what  groans,  what  solemn  cries, 
While  thunder 's  roaring  through  the  skies — 
Methinks  I  hear  some  children  say, 

"  I  never  heard  my  parents  pray." 

7  See  sinners  sinking  to  despair ; 

Hear  Christians  shouting  through  the  air  ; 
How  happy  will  they  be  that  day, 
Who  in  this  world  did  watch  and  pray. 

SONG  11.    (8.  6.) 
Address  to  Female  Baptists. 

COME  now,  my  sisters  in  the  Lord, 
Join  in  a  band  of  love, 
And  trust  in  God's  most  holy  word, 
Which  will  all  doubts  remove. 

2  O  wond'rous  love,  amazing  grace, 

To  think  that  God  should  send 
His  holy  Son  to  take  our  place, 
For  us  his  life  to  end. 

« 

3  All  glory  to  Immanuel, 

All  glory  to  our  King. 
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He  conquer'd  death,  he  conquer'd  hell, 
Destroy'd  the  monster's  sting. 

4  He  then  ascended  up  on  high  ; — 

Now  seated  on  his  throne, 
When  justice  calls  for  sinners'  blood, 
The  Saviour  shows  his  own. 

5  Rejoice,  my  sisters,  in  the  Lord 

Who  saved  us  from  distress, 
By  faith  still  leaning  on  the  word, 
The  Lord  our  Righteousness. 

6  He'll  love  his  own  unto  the  end, 

Will  them  in  safety  keep, 
And  he  will  still  his  Peters  send 
To  feed  his  lambs  and  sheep. 

7  My  sisters,  we  are  bless'd  indeed, 

God  has  a  pastor  given, 
Our  hungry  thirsting  souls  to  feed, 

With  bread  which  comes  from  heaven. 

8  Now  let  us  join  both  hand  and  heart, 

Our  gratitude  to  prove, 
To  him  our  temp'ral  things  impart, 
In  token  of  our  love. 

9  God  doth  the  cheerful  giver  love, 

Then  don't  your  mites  withhold, 
He  will,  with  blessings  from  above, 
Repay  you  seven  fold. 

10  Look  down,  thou  everlasting  God, 

And  by  thy  righteousness, 
In  safety  lead  us  on  the  road 
To  everlasting  bliss. 
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11  There  shall  we  join  the  saints  above, 

To  sing-  that  song",  free  grace, 
And  tell  the  wonders  of  his  love, 
And  see  our  Saviour's  face. 

12  Clothed  with  his  righteousness  divine, 

Our  happy  souls  will  be, 
And  in  his  glorious  image  shine 
To  all  eternity. 

13  I  entreat  you  all  to  pray  for  me, 

My  sisters  in  the  Lord, 
That  I  may  ever  faithful  be, 
And  subject  to  God's  word. 

14  Farewell,  may  God  for  ever  bless, 

And  keep  you  in  his  love, 
And  bring-  you  through  this  wilderness, 
Up  to  his  courts  above. 

SONG  12.  (12.  10.) 

COME  all  ye  young  people  of  every  relation, 
Come  listen  awhile,  and  to  you  I  will  tell, 
How  I  was  first  called  to  seek  for  salvation, 
Redemption  through  Jesus,  to  save  me  from 
hell. 

2  I  was  scarcely  sixteen  when  first  I  was  call'd 

To  change  for  salvation  the  state  I  was  in, 
1  saw  myself  standing  far  distant  from  Jesus, 
Between  Him  and  me  was  a  mountain  of  sin. 

3  The  devil  perceiving  that  I  was  convicted, 

Strove  to  persuade  me  that  I  was  too  young, 
That  I  should  get  weary  before  my  days  ended, 
And  wish  I  had  never  so  early  begun. 
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4  But  glory  to  Jesus,  his  love 's  not  restricted 

To  princes  or  men  of  a  nobler  degree, 
His  mercies  extend  to  all  human  creation, 
He  died  for  all  sinners  whilst  nail'd  to  the  tree. 

5  Thus  while  I  lay  groaning  in  sad  lamentation, 

My  soul  overpower'd  by  sorrow  and  grief, 
He  drew  near  in  mercy,  look'd  on  me  in  pity, 
His  pardoning  love  brought  my  spirit  relief. 

6  So  now  I  find  favour  with  Jesus  my  Saviour, 

And  all  his  commands  I  am  bound  to  obey ; 
I  trust  he  will  keep  me  from  old  Satan's  power, 
Until  I  in  mercy  be  summon'd  away. 

SONG  13.    (6.  5.) 
A  N  alien  from  God, 


I  wander'd  through  earth, 

Its  gay  pleasures  to  trace  ; 
In  the  pathway  of  sin 

I  continued  to  roam, 
Unmindful,  alas, 

That  it  led  me  from  home. 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 
O  Saviour!  direct  me  to  heaven  my  home. 

2  The  pleasures  of  earth 

I  have  seen  fade  away, 
They  bloom  for  a  season, 

But  soon  they  decay ; 
But  pleasures  more  lasting, 

In  Jesus  are  given, 
Salvation  on  earth, 

And  a  mansion  in  heav'n. 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 
The  saints  in  this  mansion  are  ever  at  home. 


And  a  stranger  to  grace, 
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3  Allure  me  no  longer, 

Ye  false  glowing  charms, 
The  Saviour  invites  me, 

I'll  go  to  his  arms ; 
At  the  banquet  of  Mercy 

I  hear  there  is  room, 
O  there  may  I  feast 

With  his  children  at  home. 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 

0  Jesus,  conduct  me  to  heaven,  my  home. 

4  Farewell,  vain  amusements, 

My  follies  adieu, 
While  Jesus  and  heaven 
And  glory  I  view, 

1  feast  on  the  pleasures 
That  flow  from  his  throne, 

The  foretaste  of  heaven, 

Sweet  heaven,  my  home. 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 
When  shall  I  share  the  fruition  of  home  ? 

5  The  days  of  my  exile 

Are  passing  away, 
The  time  is  approaching, 

When  Jesus  will  say: — 
"Well  done,  faithful  servant, 

Sit  down  on  the  throne, 
And  dwell  in  my  presence, 

For  ever  at  home." 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 
O  then  I  shall  rest  with  my  Saviour  at  home. 

6  Affliction  and  sorrow 

And  death  shall  be  o'er, 
The  saints  shall  unite, 
To  be  parted  no  more, 
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Their  loud  hallelujahs 

Fill  heaven's  high  dome, 
They  dwell  with  the  Saviour 

For  ever  at  home. 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 
They  dwell  with  the  Saviour  for  ever  at  home. 

SONG  14.    (L.  M.) 
Prayer  answered  by  Crosses. 

IASK'D  the  Lord  that  I  might  grow 
In  faith,  and  love,  and  every  grace, 
Might  more  of  his  salvation  know, 
And  seek  more  earnestly  his  face. 

2  'Twas  he  that  taught  me  thus  to  pray, 

And  he,  I  trust,  has  answer'd  prayer; 
But  it  has  been  in  such  a  way, 
As  almost  drove  me  to  despair. 

3  I  hoped  that  in  some  favour'd  hour, 

At  once,  he'd  answer  my  request, 
And  by  his  love's  constraining  power, 
Subdue  my  sins,  and  give  me  rest. 

4  Instead  of  this  he  made  me  feel 

The  hidden  evils  of  my  heart, 
And  let  the  angry  powers  of  hell 
Assault  my  soul  in  every  part. 

5  Yea,  more,  with  his  own  hand  he  seem'd 

Intent  to  aggravate  my  wo, 
Cross'd  all  the  fair  designs  I  schemed, 
Blasted  my  gourds,  and  laid  me  low. 

6  "  Lord,  why  is  this  ?"  I  trembling  cried, 

"  Wilt  thou  pursue  thy  worm  to  death  ?" 
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"  'Tis  in  this  way,"  the  Lord  replied, 
"  I  answer  prayer  for  grace  and  faith. 

7  "  These  inward  trials  I  employ, 

From  self  and  pride  to  set  thee  free, 
And  break  thy  schemes  of  earthly  joy, 
That  thou  may'st  seek  thy  all  in  me." 


SONG  15.    (L.  M.) 
The  Martyrs  Glorified. 

THESE  glorious  minds,  how  bright  they 
shine, 

Whence  all  their  white  array  ? 
How  came  they  to  the  happy  seats 
Of  everlasting  day? 

2  From  torturing  pains  to  endless  joys, 

On  fiery  wheels  they  rode, 
And  strangely  wash'd  their  raiment  white, 
In  Jesus'  dying  blood. 

3  Now  they  approach  a  spotless  God, 

And  bow  before  his  throne  ; 
Their  warbling  harps  and  sacred  songs 
Adore  the  Holy  One. 

4  The  unveil'd  glories  of  his  face, 

Among  his  saints  reside  ; 
While  the  rich  treasure  of  his  grace 
Sees  all  their  wants  supplied. 

5  Tormenting  thirst  shall  leave  their  souls, 

And  hunger  flee  as  fast ; 
The  fruit  of  life's  immortal  tree 
Shall  be  their  sweet  repast. 


SONG  16,  17. 
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6  The  Lamb  shall  lead  his  heavenly  flock 
Where  living  fountains  rise, 
And  love  divine  shall  wipe  away 
The  sorrows  from  their  eyes. 

SONG  16.  (7s.) 

WHEN  shall  we  all  meet  again  ? 
When  shall  we  all  meet  again  ? 
Oft  will  glowing  hope  aspire, 
Oft  will  varied  love  retire, 
Oft  will  death  and  sorrow  reign, 
Ere  we  all  shall  meet  again. 

2  Though  in  distant  lands  we  sigh, 
Parch'd  beneath  a  glowing  sky, 
Though  the  deep  between  us  rolls, 
Friendship  shall  unite  our  souls; 
Then  in  fancy's  wide  domain, 

Oft  shall  we  all  meet  again. 

3  When  the  dreams  of  life  are  fled, 
When  its  wasted  lamps  are  dead, 
When  in  cold  oblivion's  shade 
Beauty,  wealth,  and  fame  are  laid, 
Where  immortal  spirits  reign, 
Then  may  we  all  meet  again. 

SONG  17.    (S.  M.) 
Shirtand.    Watchman. — John  xiv.  26. 

C10ME,  Holy  Spirit,  come, 
J    Let  thy  bright  beams  arise; 
Dispel  the  sorrow  from  our  minds, 
The  darkness  from  our  eyes. 

2  Convince  us  of  our  sin, 

Then  lead  to  Jesus'  blood, 
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And  to  our  wond'ring  view  reveal 
The  secret  love  of  God. 

3  'Tis  thine  to  cleanse  the  heart, 

To  sanctify  the  soul, 
To  pour  fresh  life  in  every  part, 
And  new-create  the  whole. 

4  Revive  our  drooping  faith  ; 

Our  doubts  and  fears  remove  ;  j 
And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  flame 
Of  never-dying  love  ! 

SONG  18.    (L.  M.) 
Haverhill.  Philadelphia. 

THE  ransom'd  spirit  to  her  home, 
The  clime  of  cloudless  beauty,  flies, 
No  more  on  stormy  seas  to  roam, 

She  hails  her  heaven  in  the  skies  ; 
But  cheerless  are  those  heavenly  fields, 
The  cloudless  clime  no  pleasure  yields, 
There  is  no  bliss  in  bowers  above, 
If  thou  art  absent,  Holy  Love  ! 

2  The  cherub  near  the  viewless  throne 

Hath  smote  the  harp  with  trembling  hand, 
And  One  with  incense-fire  hath  flown, 

To  touch  with  flame  the  angel-band  ; 
But  tuneless  is  the  quiv'ring  string, 
No  melody  can  Gabriel  bring, 
Mute  are  its  arches,  when  above 
The  harps  of  heaven  wake  not  to  Love  ! 

3  Earth,  sea,  and  sky  one  language  speak, 

In  harmony  that  soothes  the  soul ; 
'Tis  heard  when  scarce  the  zephyrs  wake, 
And  when  on  thunders  thunders  roll; 


SONG  19. 


That  voice  is  heard  and  tumults  cease, 
It  whispers  to  the  bosom  peace  ; 
O  speak,  Inspirer  !  from  above, 
And  cheer  our  hearts,  Celestial  Love  ! 

SONG  19.    (S.  M.) 
Christian  Love. — Gal.  iii.  28. 

LET  party  names  no  more 
The  Christian  world  o'erspread ; 
Gentile  and  Jew,  and  bond  and  free, 
Are  one  in  Christ  their  Head. 

2  Among1  the  saints  on  earth, 

Let  mutual  love  be  found  ; 
Heirs  of  the  same  inheritance, 
With  mutual  blessings  crown'd. 

3  Let  discord— child  of  hell ! 

Be  banish'd  far  away  ; 
Those  should  in  strictest  friendship  dwell, 
Who  the  same  Lord  obey. 

4  Thus  will  the  church  below 

Resemble  that  above, 
Where  streams  of  pleasure  ever  flow, 
And  every  heart  is  love. 
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